2, 3 . 

ſ * 1 | / 

WA MVAIEDS NN 

y v1. Ad... 

*pel 9070 N J - 
p 5 — 991 N * 


: \ \ —_— 
J N tr I jr 
KOT OR 1* ; TO ALY ' | 
9 . 129 q / N 
l Y "4 oy LET - \ . 
nl = -: 


2 * 
TX LC 
COARSE : g 7 
— 2. 3 Ad 
* 2 5 7 p by / | 
* I 25d i - 5 7 «1 J 
— | / 757 - : 
, . N 4 0 U < - > 
* 9 — - - l 
\ g j , = 44228 . — i - : 
FT 7 2 j | 
| - \ 
. 
en 
CS 


| | | a, ee . 

| | 25 8 —. g. | RN 

Cs l , : . 1 ts on 
Wn 


7 
— 


nf a9 , 
_ 
„4 


1 
» 


ge. 


o D 
wile s 9412 


ty 
My. 

nm 

"a, 


5 
Whz== 
27277 


N 


— 


OY 
WV J 


% 


OT OR Oo 
n WH * \\ iz 2 


11 vn a . 
Amir * i! 1 4 4 
[ : | 1 \ , | 7 — 4 7 77 7 4 
L 1 ; 65 4 4 


TT 


tan 
4 
4 2 D fee 20, 


Th 
— 


roll 
* 


Uu 


Ii 
Ut 


Fuse 


* 


mnie, 
Jn 


- 
ununnemum 


— nn 


— 
(1 
- == 
ATTN 
* 


1 * 


Ern 
een 
r 
INIT 
+4844 $${8$66 23544, 
eee ny, 


. = = DOIN 
8 
WITTY 
OI ned 
8 INN * 


I ! A l 
wo 
Iz 
1 
* 
— 12 


il 


WITT 


9 gy ; 
IN 
RY Aa”. 
IG 
r 


3 


11 


sp 


—— 


ein 
Wy 


1 
Wis 


4 
444 9 uy | 
* 999 ra o 
7 7 777. + 
e 
Us * 7 
My; ? 7 5 
A % ee, Fees - 
SLA EO Fa, 4 
- 6 M 
3 „. 77 
7 


75 Ze, 


% 


O 29 4 I FAVS 2 1 25 


o - 


1. 


AT i» 


a 


„ 


* 


. 5 CAVE 
2 3 [4 14 
8 = * 
jet 

; — = £ | 5 5 


\ 61677 8 . 
e, | 1 7 EIN 
Vs | J - . : . > 
. . FEII? = SEED 8 17. Oh 155 
ö c 


W 


( 
„06 
WG 

77 = | 
wit : ' | t " 425 
0 0 TD | NAN 


* 
N 
1 


* 52 mM 
757 es 


„775 
1 
* f 
U 
” l l N : \ ey 


6A 


b UI Iota 


* 


- 


r wr DEE CESSES 


© 25% 


— 


EET < 8 — 5 Ke 2 n 


= 8 * 


THE 
7 . 
N A 
William Shakſpeare, 
IF COMPLET _ 
IN EIGHT VOLUMES, 


VOLUME Iv. | 
CONTAINING 0 

TIMON OF ATHENS, 
TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, | 
TITUS ANDRONICUS, ö 
JULIUS SAR. | 
£2; K . 4 ; 
THE ENGRAVINGS TO THIS VOLUME ARE, | ; [ 
TWO SCENES TO EACH PLAY, AND TWO ALLEGORIES. k 
ALLEGDO R LIES, | 


1. BRITANNIA CROWNING SHAKSPFARE. 
2. SHAKSPEARE HONOURED BY THE MUSES, 


ml nes” — — 


* 4 8 A 
E==————— - - IQ F_—_—AT—— 


LONDON: 


— —— 


PRINTED FOR BELLAMY AND ROBARTS, 
No, 138, FLEET-STREET, AND AT No. 4, PETERROROUGHS 
| COUKT, FLEET-STREET. 


— 


1796. 


— 


— 
—— — 
— 


CONES IS — 


ä —— 


— 
GC —— 


— — 
—— — 
ny . 


—— A— —— — 


- A. 


r 


2 7 — 


f N N 3 2 | . 5 % P ; 4 
\ | - 
| fa] | | 
a { F 
| | | | 
j * 2 ; - + , 
| , = 
1 * 
g : | f : | | 
% 
N | | | | 


ON A 


* 
1 
U 
M 
— 
2 
— 
75 4 
*% — 


2 * 
* 
k 
i 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
WH” 


T1MON, a noble Athenian. 
Lucius, : 5 | | 
LucurLus, 
SEMPRON ius, 
APEMAN TVs, @ Philoſopber. 

 ALCIBIADES. 

 FLavivs, Stetvard to Timon. 

 Framinivus, 

LuciLivs, {7 imon's Servants, 

SERVILIUS, © S 
Carnis, 1 

ane, TH? 
PHILO, 
TIrus, 
Lucius, 
HoRTENSIUS, „ 
VENTIDLUS, one of Timon's Friends, 
Cvuerip, and Maſers. 

Strangers. 


j Lords. 


1 | 
Servants, 


WOMEN. 
PURYNIA, 197 3 ens; 1 | 
Tie ni ifireſſes to Alcibiades 
Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant; 
with Servants, and Attendants. ; 


4 


Sckxk, Athens, and the Woods nat far from it. 


1 


TIMON ff ATHENS. 


"TT 1 


SCENE I. Athens. 4 Hall in Timon's Houſe, Enter 
Poet, Painter, Zeweller, and Merchant, at ſeveral Doors. 


Poet. 
OOD day, fir. 
Pain. I am glad you are well. 
Poet. J have not ſeen you long; How goes the wail : 
Pain, It wears, fir, as it grows. 
Poet. Ay, that's well known: 
But what particular rarity ? what ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches? See, 
Magic of bounty! all theſe ſpirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant. 
Pain. I know them both ; the other's a Jeweller, 
Mer. O, 'tis a worthy lord! 
Zew. Nay, that's moſt fix'd. 
E Mer. A moſt incomparable man ; breath'd, as it were, 
-To an untirable and continuate goodneſs : f 
He paſſes. | / 
Few. I have a 2 here: 
Aer. O, pray, let's ſee't : for the lord Timon, fi ir 2 
Few. If he will touch the eſtimate: But, for that 
Poet. When we for recompence have prais'd the vile, 
It flains the glory in that happy verſe 
Fhich aptly ſings the good. | 
Mer. *Tis a good form. [ Looking on the Jewel, 
ew. And rich: here is a water, look you. 


ain, You are rapt, fir, in ſome work, ſome dedication 
- "mY the great lord. 
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Yon ſee, how all conditions, how all duds PR 
(As well of glib and ſlippery creatures, as 
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Poet. A thing ſlipt idly from me. 
Our poeſy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence tis nouriſhed : The fire i“ the flint 
Shews not, till it be ſtruck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itſelf, and, like the current, flies 


Each bound it chafos. What have you there ? 


Pain. A picture, fir. When comes your book fort? 
Poet. Upon the heels of my e ſir. 

Let's ſee your piece. 
Pain. Tis a good piece. 
Poet. So 'tis: this comes off well and excellent. 
Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable: How this grace 

Speaks his own ſtanding ? what a mental power 

This eye ſhoots forth? how big imagination 

Moves in this lip ? to the dumbueſs of the geſture 


One might interpret. 


Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life, 


Here is a touch; Is't good? 


Poet. I'Il ſay of i it, 
It tutors nature: artificial ſtrife 
Lives in theſe touches, livelier than life. 


Enter certain Senators. 


Pain. How this lord is follow'd ! 
Poet. The ſenators of Athens ;—Happy men 
Pain, Look, more? 
Poet, You ſee this confluence, this great flood of 
viſitors. 
I have, in this rough work, ſhap'd out a man, 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With ampleſt entertainment: My free drift 
Haſts not particularly, but moves itſelf 
In a wide ſea of wax: no levell'd malice 
Infects one comma in the courſe I hold; 


But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
+ Leaving no tract behind. 


Pain. How ſhall I underſtand: you? 
Poet, I'll unbolt to you. 


Of 
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Ol grave and auſtere quality) tender down 
Their ſervices to lord Timon: his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All forts of hearts; yea, from the graſs-fac'd flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himſelf; even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in e 
Moſt rick in Timon's nod. | 
Pain, I ſaw them ſpeak together. 
Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleaſant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd: The baſe o' the mount 
Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of natures, 
That labour on the boſom of this ſphere 

To propagate their ſtates : amongſt them all, 
Whole eyes are on this ſovereign lady fix'd, 
One do I perſonate of Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her ; 
W hoſe preſent grace to preſent ſlaves and ſervants 
Tranſlates his rivals. | 

Pain. Tis eee to ſcope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks, 
With one man beckon'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againſt the ſteepy mount 
To climb his happinels, would be well expreſs'd 
In our condition. 

Poet. Nay, ſir, but hear me on: 

All thoſe which were his fellows but of late 

(Some better than his value,) on the moment 

Follow his ſtrides, his lobbies fill with tendance, 
| Rain ſacrificial whiſperings in his ear, 

Make ſacred even his ſtirrup, and through him 

Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of theſe ? 

Poet. When Fortune, in her ſhift and change of mood, 
Spurus down her late belov'd, all his dependants, 

Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top, 
Even on their knees and hands, let him lip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 
Pain. Tis common: 8 
x oviand moral paintings I can ew | 
1 a P Þ A 3 : That 
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That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 
To ſhew lord Timon, that mean eyes have ſeen 


The foot above the head. 


88 found, Enter Tiuox, adireſng es If court 
eoufly to every Suitor. 


Tim. Impriſon'd i is he, ſay you? [Too age. 
 MMefe Ay, my good lord: five talents is his debt ; 
His means moſt ſhort, his creditors moſt trait : 
Your honourable ter he deſires 


To thoſe have ſhut him up; which Faling him, 


Periods his comfort. 
Tim. Noble Ventidius ! Well; 
T am not of that feather, to ſhake off 


My friend when he muſt need me. I do know him 
A gentleman, that well deſerves a help, 


Which he ſhall have: I'll pay the debt, and free him. 

Ae. Your lordſhip ever binds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him: I will ſend his ranſom - 
And, being enfranchis'd, bid him come to me : 
*Tis not enough to help the feehle up, 

But to ſupport him after.—Fare you well, 15 

Ae. All happineſs to your honour! Exit. 


Enter an old Athenian, 


Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. 

Tim. Freely, good father. | 

Old 4th. Thou haſt a ſervant nam'd Lucilius: 7 

Tim. I have ſo: What of him? - 

Old 4th. Moſt noble Timon, call the man before thee, 
Tim. Attends he here, 'or no ?—Lucilius ! k 


— 


Enter Lucilius. 
Luc. Here, at your lordſhip's ſervice. 


Od Atb. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy 


creature, 


By night frequents my houſe. I am a man 


Thai from my firſt have been inclin'd to thrift, 
And my eſtate deſerves an heir more rais'd, 


Than one which holds a trencher. Bk 
Tim. 
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Tim, Well ; what further ? | 
O Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin elſe, 
On whom I may confer what I have got: 
The maid is fair, o“ the youngeſt for a bride, 
And I have bred her at my deareſt coſt, 
In qualities of the beſt. This man of thine 
Attempts her love: I pr*ythee noble lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her reſort ; ; 
Mlyſelf have ſpoke in vain. 
Tim. The man is honeſt. 
Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon : 
His honeſty rewards him in itſelf, 

It muſt not bear my daughter. 5 

Tim. Does ſhe love him? 

Old Ath. She is young, and apt: 

Our own precedent paſſions do inſtruct us 
What levity is in youth. 

Tim. [To LvuciL.] Love you the maid ? 

Tuc. Ay, my r and ſhe accepts of it. 

Old Ath. If in her marriage my conſent be miſſing, | 

I call the gods to witneſs, I will chooſe 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 
And. diſpoſſeſs her all. 
Tim. How ſhall ſhe be n | 
If ſhe be mated with an equal huſband ?. 
Oli Ath, Three talents on the preſent ; in ans all. 
Tim. This gentleman of mine hath ſerv'd me long; 
'To build his fortune, I will ſtrain a little, 
For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 
| What you beſtow, in him 1'11 counterpoiſe, 
And make him weigh with her. 
Old Ath. Moſt noble lord, 
. Pawn me to this your honour, ſhe is his, 
Tim. My hand to thee ; mine honour on my aromiſe; 
Luc, Humbly I thank your lordſhip : Never may 

That ſtate or fortune fall into my keeping, 

Which is not ow'd to you! [Ex. Lucir. and Old Ath. 
Poet. Vouchſafe my labour, and long live your lordſhip! 
Tim, I thank you; you ſhall hear from me anon: 

Go hot n. have you there, my friend? 

e £5 Pain. | 


es,” 


N 


— — — — — on 
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| When thou art Timon's dog, and theſe knaves honeſt. 
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Pain. A piece of painting; which [ do beſeech 
Your lordſhip to accept. | 

Tim. Painting is welcome, 
The painting is almoſt the natural man; 
For ſince diſhonour trafficks with man's nature, 


He is but outſide : Theſe pencil'd figures are 


Even ſuch as they give out. I like your work; 

And you ſhall find, Tlike it: wait attendance 

Till you hear further from me. 
Pain, The gods preſerve you ! 
Tim. Well fare you, gentleman : give me your hand; 


We mult needs dine together. —Sir, your jewel 


Hath ſuffer'd under praiſe. 
Few. What, my lord? diſpraiſe ? 
Tim, A mere ſatiety of commendations. 
If I ſhould pay you for t, as tis extoll'd, 
It would uncle w me quite. 
Jero. My lord, *tts rated 
As thoſe, which ſell, would give : But you well know, 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 
Are prized by their maſters : believe it, dear lord, 
You mend the jewel by the wearing it. 


Tim, Well mock'd. 3 * 
Mer. No, my good lord; he ſpeaks the common 
tongue, . 5 


Which all men ſpeak with him. | 
Tim, Look, who comes here. Will you be chid ? 


Enter APEMANTUS. . 


Few. We will bear with your lordſhip. 

Mer. He'll ſpare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus } 
Adem. Till I be gentle, ſtay for thy good morrow ; 


Tim. Why doſt thou call them knaves, thou know © | 
„ them 
Apem. Are they not Athenians 4 
Tim. Yes. 
Apem. Then I repent not. 
Few. You know me, Apemantus. 
| hem. Thou know'ſt, Ido; L call'd thee by thy name. 
| Tim. 


272 er RT ge roy es . 
JJ ³·¹ . EI en,» 
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Adem, Not worth my thinking. - 
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Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 2 
Apem: Of nothing ſo much, as that I am not like 


Timon. 
Tim. Whither art goipg? 
Apem. To knock out an honeſt Athenians brai 8. 
Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for? 
Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law, 
Tim. How lik {t thou this picture, Apemantus ? 
Apem. The beſt, for the innocence. 
Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it? 
Apem. He wrought better, that made the painter; 


1 yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 


Poet. You are a dog. 


Apem. Thy mother's of my generation; What's ſhe, 


if be a dog? 
Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus! Ef 
Abem. No; I eat not lords. 
Tim. And thou ſhould'ſt, thoud'ſt anger ladies, 
Apem, O, they eat lords; ſo they come by great bellies, 


Tim. That's a laſcivious apprehenſion. 
Adem. So thou apprehend'ſt it: Take it for thy labour. 


Tim, How doſt thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Not ſo well as plain dealing, which will not core 


a man a doit. 


Tim. What doſt thou think tis worth 3 
How now, poet? 


Poet. How now, philoſopher ? 4 
Apem. Thou lieſt. 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet? 

Poet. Yes. 


Apem. Then thou lieſt : look in thy laſt work, which 


thou haſt feign'd him a worthy fellow. 


Poet. That's not feign'd, he is ſo. 
Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 


thy labour : he, that loves to be flattered, is worthy oh the 
flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord! | 


Tim. What would'ſt do then, Apemantus ? 


Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with 
71 heart. | 


Sd...» 
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Tim, What, thyſelf ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim, Wherefore ? 

Adem. That-I had no angry wit to be a lord. 
Art thou not a merchant? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 
Adem. Traffick confound thee, if the gods will not ! 

Mer. If traffick do it, the gods do it. 

Apem, T raffick's thy god, and thy god confound thee 


Trumpets ſound. Enter a Meſſenger. 


Tim, What trumpet's that ? 

Meſ. Tis Alcibiades, and ſome twenty horſe, 
All of companionſhip. 

Tim. Pray, entertain them; give them guide to us, 
You muſt needs dine with me Bhat 7 not you hence, 
Till J have thank'd you; and, when dinner's done, 
Shew me this piece, —I am joyful of your ſights, 


Enter ALCIBIADES, with the ref, 


Moſt welcome, fir ! 

Apem. So, ſo; there! — 
Aches contract and ſtarve your ſupple oints !— 
That there ſhould be ſmall love motolf theſe ſweet knaves, 
And all this courteſy ! The ſtrain of man's bred out nn} 
Into baboon aad monkey. 

Alc. Sir, you. have ſav'd my longing, and I feed 

Moſt hungrily on your ſight. | | | 

Tim. Right welcome, fir ; ; 

Ere we depart, we'll ſhare a bounteous time 


In different pleaſures. Pray you, let us in. 
17 [ Exeunt all but Arzu uurus. 


Enter two Lords. 


1 Lord. What time a day is't, Apementus ? 

Apem. Time to be honeſt. 

1 Lord. That time ſerves ſtill, | 
Adem. The moſt accurſed thou, that ill omit'ſt it. 

2 Lord. Thou art going to lord Timon's feaſt ? 

Apem. Ay; to ee meet fill knaves, and wine heat fook; 
2 Lord, Fare thee well, fare theerwell, _ 
Adem. Thou art a fool, to bid me farewel twice. FT 
2 Lord. WH Apemantus ? 

3 Aen. 
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Apem. Should'ſt have kept one to thyſelf, for I mean to 
give thee none. 
1 Lord, Hang thyſelf. 
Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding: make thy 
requeſts to thy friend. 
2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or ruf purn thee hence, 
Aßbem. I will fly, like a dog, at the heels of the aſs. 
T Lord. He's oppoſite to humanity. Come, ſhall we in, 
And taſte lard Timon's bounty? he out-goes 
The very heart of kindueſs, 
2 Lord. He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold, 
Is but his ſteward: no mced, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itſelf ; no gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All uſe of quittance. 
1 Lord. The nobleſt mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man. 
2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes! Shall we in? 
1 Lord. I'll keep you company. { Exeunt, 


„ 6 eren 2 


— 


— . 9 —_ * ” — — 


SCENE ; ® 


Another Serien: in Timon's Houſe, Hautboys 1 
bud Muſtck, A great Banquet ſerv'd in; and then en- 
ter Timon, ALciBiapes, Lucius, 'LvcvLLvs, 
SEMPRONIUS, and other Athenian Senators, with 
VENTI p ius. Then comes, dropping after all, Apx- 
MANTUS diſcontentedly, lite himſelf. 5 


— 


Jen. Moſt honour'd Timon, it hath pleas'd the * | 
to remember 
My father's age, and call him to long peace, 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich: _ 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound _ 
To your free heart, I do return thoſe talents, 
Doubled with thanks, and ſervice, from whoſe help 
I deriv'd liberty. 
Tim. O, by no means, 
| Honeſt Ventidius : you miſtake my love; 
I gave it freely ever; and there's none 
Fan truly lay, he gives, if he receives: 


To ſet a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 


| 1 come to have thee thruſt me out of doors. 


They ſay, my lords, ira furor brevis eft, 
Go, let him have a table by himſelf; 

For he does neither affect company, 
Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 5 


I come to obſerve; I give thee warning on't. 


In one man's blood; and all the madneſs is, 
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If our betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them ; Faults that are rich, are fair. 
Ven. A noble ſc pIrit. 
{ They all land ceremoniouſly loking on 1 MON. 
Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 
Was but devis'd at firſt. 


Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ere 'tis ſhown ; 
But where there is true friendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray, fit ; more welcome are py to my fortunes, 
Than they to me. [They fit. 
1 Lord. My lord, we when have confeſt it. 
Apem. Ho, ho, confeſt it? hang'd it, have you not? 
Tim. O, Apemantus !—you are welcome. 
Adem. No; you ſhall not make me welcome: 


Zim. Fye, thou art a churl ; | you have got a humour 
there / 
Does not become a man, *tis 3 to blame: 


But yonder man is ever angry. — 


Apem. Let me ſtay at thine own peril, Timon; g 


Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou art an Athenian, 
Therefore welcome: I myſelf would have no pouer ; 
I pr'ythee, let my meat make thee ſilent. | | 
4þem. I ſcorn thy meat; twould choak me, for I ſhould 3 
Ne'er flatter thee.—O you gods ! what a number "4 
Of men eat Timon, and he ſees them not ! Ry 
It grieves me, to ſee ſo many dip their meat x 


He cheers thera up too. 
I wonder, men dare truſt themſelves with men: 
Methinks, they ſhould invite them without knives ; 
Good for their meat, and ſafer for their lives. 
There's much example for't; the fellow, that 

Sits next him now, parts bread with him, pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 


i 
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Is the readieſt man to kill him: it has been prov'd. 
If I were a huge man, I ſhould fear to drink at meals; 
Left they ſhould ſpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes : 
Great men ſhould drink with harneſs on their throats. 
Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go round. 
2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 
Apem. Flow this way! 
A brave fellow !—he keeps his tides well. Timon, | 
Thoſe healths will make thee, and thy ſtate, look ill. | | 
Here's that, which is too weak to be a ſinner, 
Honeſt water, which ne'er left man i' the mire : 
This, and my food, are equals; there's no odds. 
Feaſts are to proud to give thanks to the gods. 


. — 4 


» s * 
— ——— — 


APEMANTUus's GRACE. 


Immortal gods, I crave no pelf ; 

{ pray for no man but myſelf : 

Grant I may never prove ſo find, 
To truſt man an his oath, or bond , 
Or a Harlot, for her weeping ; 

Or a dog, that ſeems a' ſleeping ; 
Or a keeper with my freedom; 

Or my friends, if 1 ſhould need ein. 
Amen. So fall tot: 

Rich men fin, and 1 eat root. 


| 

1 
1 
| 
. 
1 


[Lats and drinks. 


Much ob dich thy good heart, Apemantus | 
Tim. Captain Alcibiades, | your heart's in the field now. 
Alc, My heart is ever at your ſervice, my lord. 

Tim, You had rather be at a breakfaſt of enemies, than 
a dinner of friends. 

Alc. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's no 
meat like em; ] could wiſh my beſt friend at ſuch a feaſt, 

Adem. Would all thoſe flatterers were thine enemies 
then; that thou might'ſt kill em, and bid me to 'em. 

I Lord, Might we but have that happineſs, my lord, 
that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might 
expreſs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould think ourſelves 
for ever perfect. 


T im. 
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Tim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods 


1 themſelves have provided that I ſhall have much help 


from you: How had you been my friends elſe? why have 
you that charitable' title from thouſands, did not you 
chiefly belong to my heart? I have told more of you to 
myſelf, than you can with modeſty ſpeak in your behalf; 

abd thus far I confirm you. O, you gods, think I, what 
need we have any friends, if we ſhould never have need of 
them: they were the moſt needleſs creatures living, ſhould 


we ne'er have uſe for them: and would moſt reſemble 
ſweet inſtruments hung up in caſes, that keep their ſounds 


to themſelves. Why, I have often wiſh'd myſelf poorer, 


that I might come nearer to you. We are born to do 


benefits: and what better or properer can we call our own, 
than the riches of our friends? O, what a precious com- 
fort 'tis, to have ſo many, like brothers, commanding one 
another's fortunes! O joy, e'en made away ere it can be 
born! Mine eyes cannot hold water, methinks : to forget 
their faults, I drink to you. 

Apem. Thou weep'ſt to make them drink, Timon, 
2 Lord. Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
And, at that inſtant, like a babe ſprung up. | 

Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baſtard. 

3 Lord. I promiſe you, my lord, you one me much, 

N Much. 


FS Www Tucket. 
Tim. What means that trump ?—How now? 
Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Pleaſe you, my lord, there are certain ladies wol 
deſirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies? What are their wills ? 

Serv. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord, 
Which bears that office, to ſignify their pleaſures. 

Tim. | pray, let them be admitted, 


2 Enter Cupid. 
Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon ;—and to all 


That of his Punzen ute !—T he five beſt ſenſes 


Acknow- 


= 
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Acknowledge thee their patron; and come freely 

| To gratulate thy plenteous boſom : 

The ear, taſte, touch, ſmell, pleas'd from thy table riſe; 

They only now come but to feaſt thine eyes, 
Tim, They are welcome all; Jet 'em have kind ad- 

mittance— | 

Muſick, make their welcome. Exit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You ſee, my lord, how ample you are belov'd. 


Mu >. Re-enter Cupid, with a Maſque of Lolli as 


Amazons, with Lutes in their Hands, dancing, and 


play: Ng. 


Adem. Heyday ! ! whata (weep of vanity comes this way 
They dance! they are mad women. 
Like madneſs is the glory of. this life, 
As this pomp ſhews to a little oil, and root. 
We make ourſelves fools, to diſport ourſelves ; 
And ſpend our flatteries, to drink thoſe men, 
Upon whoſe age we void it up again, 

With poiſonous ſpite and envy. Who lives, that's not 
Depraved, or depraves? who dies, that bears 
Not one ſpurn to their graves of their friends? gift? 
I ſhould fear, thoſe, that dance before me now, 
Would one day ſtamp upon me : It has been done ; 
Men ſhut their doors againſt a ſetting ſun. 


The Lords riſe iſe from Table, with much adoring of Timon 2 


and, to 825 their Loves, each ſingles out an- Anazon. 
and all dance, Men with Nomen; 6/07 Strain or two 
to the Hautbiys, and ceaſe. 


Tim. You have done our pleaſures much grace, fair 
ladies, 


Set a fair faſhion on our entertainment, 

Which was not half Jo beautiful and kind; 

You have added worth unto't, and lively luſtre, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device ; 

I 'am to thank you for it. 

1 Lady. My lord, you take us even at the beſt. 


Apem. Faith, for the worſt is Ay 4 ; and would not 
„ el 1 
Taking, I doubt me. 


— 


Tim. 


— 
* 
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Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 
Pleaſe you to diſpoſe yourſelves. | 

All Lad. Moſt IG my lord. [ Exeunt; 

Tim. Flavius. | 

| Flav. My lord. - 

Tim. The little caſket bring me hither; 

Flav. Yes, my lord, —More jewels yet! 


There is no crofling him in his humour; A 


Elie I ſhould tell him, —Well,—i'faith, I ſhould, 


When all's ſpent, he'd be ctoſs'd then, an he could. 


'Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind; 
Tbat man might ne ler be wretched for bis mind. 


[Evit, and returns with the Caſtte. | 


1 Lord. Where be our men? 

Serv. Here, my lord, in readineſs. 

2 Lord. Our horſes. 

Tim. O my friends, I have one word 
To ſay to you: Look you, my good lord, I muſt 
Entreat you, honour me ſo much, as to 
Advance this jewel ; accept, and wear it, kind my lord. 
1 Lord. Iam ſo far already in your gifts, — 

All, So are we all, 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the ſenate 
Newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 
Tim, They are fairly welcome. 
Flav. I beſeech your honour, 
Vouchſafe me a word; it doth concern you near. 
Tim. Near ? why then atother time I'l hear thee : 
I pr'ythee, let us be provided 
To ſhew them entertainment, 


5 "nw. L Adde. J I ſcarce know how. 


Enter another Servant. 


2 Serv. May it pleaſe your honour, lord Lucius, 


out of his free love, hath preſented to you 


Four milk-white horſes, trapt in ſilver. 
Tim, I ſhall accept them fairly: let the preſents 
Be worthily entertain d. How now? what news? 


Enter 


TIMON OF ATHENS. = \— 17 
Enter a third Servant. 


Serv. Pleaſe you, my lord, that honourable gentle- 
man, lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-morrow to 


hunt with him; and hath ſent your honour two brace of 


_ greyhounds, 
Tim. I'll hunt with him; And let them be receiv d 
Not without fair reward. 
Flav. [ Afide.)] What will this come to? 
He commands us to provide, and pive em gifts, 
And all out of an empty coffer.— 
Nor will he know his purſe; or yield me this, 
To ſhew him what a beggar his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wiſhes good: 
His promiſes fly ſo beyond his ſtate, 
That what he ſpeaks is all in debt, he owes 
For every word; he is ſo kind, that he now _ 
Pays intereſt for't ; his land's put to their books, 
Well, would I were gently put out of office, 
Before I were forc d out ! 
Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 
Than ſuch that do even enemies exceed. 
I bleed inwardly for my lord. | [ Exit, 


Tim. You do yourſelves much wrong, you bate too | 


much 
Of your own merits : —Here, my lord; a trifle of our love. 


2 Lord. With more than conimon thanks I will re- 


ceive it. 
3 Lord. O, he is the very ſoul of bounty! 
Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courſer 
I rode on : Itis yours, becauſe you lik'd it, 
2 Lord. O, I beſeech you, pardon me, my lord, 
In that. 
Tim. You may take my word, my lord ; I know, no 
man 
Can juſtly praiſe, but what he tors affect: 
I weigh my friend's affection with mine own; 
I tell you true. T'll call on you. 
All Lords. O, none fo welcome. 
Tin. I take all and your ſeveral viſitations . 
| | B 9 


—— 
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So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne'er be weary.—Alcibiades, 
Thou art a ſoldier, therefore ſeldom rich, 

| It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 

Is 'mongſt the dead; and all the lands thou haſt 
| Lie in a pitch'd _ 

| Alc. In defiled land, my lord. 
lf I Lord. We are ſo virtuouſly bound, 
|| Tim, And ſo am I to you. 
| 2 Lord, So infinite endear'd, — 
| Tim. All to you. —Lights ! more lights! 

RE 1 Lord, The belt of happineſs, 
i Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon 3 
Tim. Ready for his friends. 
[Exeunt ALCIBIADES, Lords, Sc. 
Apem. What a coil's here ! 

Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums! 

I doubt, whether their legs be worth the ſums 

That are given for em. Friendſhip's full of dregs : 
Methinks, falſe hearts ſhould never have ſound legs, 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on court'ſies. 

Tim, Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not ſullen, 

I would be good to thee, 
Apem. No, T'll nothing: for, 
1 If 1 ſhould be brib'd too, there would be none left 
To rail upon thee ; and then thou would'ſt fin the faſter. 
Thou giv'ſt ſo long, Timon, I fear me, thou 
| Wilt give away thyſelf in paper ſhortly : 
1 What need theſe feats, We and vain a glories ? 

Tim. Nay, 

Ifyou begin to rail once on ſociety, 
I am {worn not to give regard to you. 


__p—_ — 
— —— 


| Farewel ; and come with better muſick. [Exit. 
1 Apem. 8s; _ 
| | Thou wilt not hear me now,—thou ſhalt not then, 1 Il 
Jock 
Thy heaven from thee. O, that men's ears ſhould be 
To cox nlel deaf, but not to flattery ! e Exit. 


| 
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ACT u. 
SCENE I. A public Place in the City. 
Enter a Senator. 


Senator. 


A late, five thouſand to Varro; and to Iſidore, 


He owes nine thouſand ;  — beſides my former ſum, 
hich makes it five and twenty.—Still in motion 
Of raging waſte ? It cannot hold : it will not. 
III want gold, ſteal but a beggar's dog, 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 
f 1 would ſell my horſe, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why give my horſe to Timon, 
Alk nothing, give it him, it foals me, ſtraight, 
And able horſes : No porter at his gate ; 
But rather one that ſmiles, and ſtill iovites 
All that paſs by. It cannot hold; no reafori 
Can found his ſtate in ſafety. —Caphis, ho! 
Caphis, I wy 


Enter CAPHIS. 


ab. Here, ſir; What is yaur pleaſure ? 
Sen. Get on your cloak, and haſte you to lord Timon; 
Importune him for my monies ; be not ceas'd 
With flight denial; nor then filenc'd, when 
Commend me to your maſter —and the ca 
Plays in the right hand, thus; but tell him, e 
My uſes ery to me, [ muſt ſerve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times ate paſt, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Has ſmit my credit: I love, and honour him; 
But muſt not break my back, to heal his finger ! 
Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, 
But find ſupply immediate. Get you gone: 
Put on a moſt importunate aſpect, 
A viflage of demand; for, I do fear, 
When every feather flicks i in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 
Which flaſhes now a Phenix. Get you gone, 


B 2 Caph. 


—— 
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Capb. 1 go, ſir. 


Sen. I go, fir ? — take the bonds along with you, 
| And have the dates in compt. 


Caph. I will, ſir, 5 
. Sen. Go. 1 [Exeunt. 
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"TiMon' 8 Hall. Enter FL Avius, with many Bills in 
His Hand. x 


| Flav. No care, no ſtop ! ſo ſenſeleſs of expence, / 
| That he will neither know how to maintain it, 

Nor ceaſe his flow of riot ; Takes no account 
. How things go from him; nor reſumes no care 

Of what is to continue ; Never mind 

Was to be ſo unwiſe, to be ſo kind. 

What ſhall be done? He will not hear, till feel: 

I muſt be round with him, now he comes from e 


Enter CAp RIS, with the Servants of ISIDORE and VARRO. 


Fye, fye, fye, fre! 

\ Caph. Good even, Varro: What, 

You come for money ? 
Far. Is't not your buſineſs too? 
Caph. It is :—And your's too, Iſidore ? 
14d. It is ſo. 
Caph. 'Would we were all diſcharg'd ! 
Jar. ] fear it. | 
Caph. Here comes the 5 


Enter TiMON, ALCIBIADEs, Cc. 


Tim. So ſoon as dinner's done, we'll forth again, 

My Alcibiades.—With me? What is your will ? 
They preſent their Bills, 

Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tim, Dues? Whence are you? 

Capb. Of Athens, here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my ſteward. 

Caph, Pleaſe it your lordſhip, he bath put me off 
To the ſucceſſion of new days this month : 


My 
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My maſter is awak'd by great occaſion, 

To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts you'll ſuit, 

In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honeſt friend, 

J pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good my lord, — 

Tim. Contain thyſelf, good friend. 
Jar. One Varro's ſervant, my good lord,— 
16d. From Iſidore; 
He humbly prays your ſpeedy payment, — 
Capb. If you did know, my lord, my maſter's wants,— 
Far. Twas due on forteiture, my lord, fix weeks, 
And paſt.— 

1j;d. Your ſteward puts me off, my lord; and I 
Am ſent expresſly to your lordſhip. 

Tim. Give me breath :— 

I do beſeech you, good my lords, keep on ; 
[ Exeunt ALCIBIADEs, oc, 

I'll wait upon you inſtanily.— — Come hither, pray you. 

a [To FLAvIus. 
How goes the world, that I am thus encounter d, | 
With clamorous demands of broken bonds, 
And the detention of long-ſince- -due debts, 
Againſt my honour ? 

Flav. Pleaſe you, gentlemen, _ 
The time is unagreeable to this buſineſs : | ; 
Your importunacy ceaſe, till after dinner; 

That I may make his lordſhip underſtand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim, Do ſo, my friends : See them well entertain'd. 

[Exit Timon, 

Flav. Pray draw near. [Exit FL AVIUS. 


Enter APEMANTUS, and a Fool. 


Caph, Stay, ſtay, here comes the fool with Apemantus; ; 
Let's have ſome ſport with 'em. 
Var. Hang him, he'll abuſe us. 1 
Iſid. A plague upon Him, mm ; 
Jar. How doſt, fool? | 
Abem. Doſt dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 

2 Jar. 


— 
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Var. I ſpeak not to thee. 
Apem. No, 'tis to thyſelf, —Come away. 
[To the Fool, 


Ijid. [To Var.) There's the fool hangs on Jour back 


already, 

Apem. No, thou ſtand'ſ ſingle, thou art not on bim 
yet. 

Caph. Where's the fool now ?. 

Apem. He laſt aſk'd the queſtion. Pour u. rogues, and 
uſurers' men! bawds between gold and want! 

All. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Aſſes. ä 

All. Why? 

Apem, That you aſk me, what you are, and do not 


| know yourſelves. —Speak to em, fool. 


Fool. How do you, gentlemen * 
All. Gramercies, good fool : How does your miſtreſs ? 


Fool. She's een ſetting on water to ſcald ſuch chickens 
as you are. Would we could ſee you at Corinth. 


Apem. Good gramercy. 
Enter Page. 


Fool. Look yon, here comes my maſter's page, 
Page. [To the Fooi.] Why, how now, captain? 
what do you in this wiſe company Ho- doſt thou, 


 Apemantus ? 


Apem. Would I had a rod i in my mouth, that I might 


| anſwer thee profitably, 


Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the ANTI 
of theſe letters; I know not which i is which. 

Apem. Can'ſt not read? 

Page. No. 

Adem. There will little learning die then, that day 
thou art hang'd. This is to lord Timon; this to Alcibia- 
des. Go; thou waſt born 2 baſtard, and thow'lt die a 
bawd. 

_ Thou waſt whelp'd a dog; and thou ſhalt famiſh 
a dog's death. Anſwer not, I am gone. [Extt. 
Adem. Even ſo, thou out-run'ſt grace. 
Fool, I will go with you to lord Timon's. 
Fogl, Will you leave me there? 


Apem 
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Apem. If Timon ſtay at home Lou three ſerve three 
uſurers. 


Al. Ay would they ſerv'd us! 

Apem. So would I, —as good a trick as ever hangman 
ſerv'd, thief. 

| Fool. Are you three uſurers' men! ? 

All. Ay, fool. 

Fool. 1 think, no ufurer but has a fool to his ſervant : 
My miſtreſs is one, and I am her fool, When men come 
to borrow of your maſters, they approach ſadly, and go 
away merry; but they enter my maſter's houſe merrily, 
and go away ſadly : T he reaſon of this ? 

Jar. I could render one. | 

Apem, Do it then, that we may account thee a whore- 
maſter, and a knave ; which notwithſtanding, thou ſhalt 
be no leſs eſteemed. 

Jar. What is a whore-maſter, fool? | 
Fool. A fool in good clothes, and ſomething like thee: 


Tis a ſpirit : ſometime, it appears like a lord ; ſometime, 


like a lawyer ; ſometime, like a philoſopher, with two ſtones 
more than's artificial one: He is very often like a knight; 


and generally, in all ſhapes, that man goes up and down 


in, from four-ſcore to thirteen, this ſpirit walks in, 
Var. Thou art not altogether a fool. 


Fol. Nor thou altogether a Wiſe man: as much foolery K 


| as I have, ſo much wit thou lack'ſt. 


Apem, That anſwer might have become Apemantus. 
All. Aſide, aſide ; here comes lord Timon. 


Re-enter TI MON, and FLAv1Us, 


Adem. Come with me, fool, come. 


Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and 
woman; ſometimes the philoſopher. 


Flav. Pray you, walk near; Pll ſpeak with you anon. 


CExeunt APEMANTUS, and Fool, 
Tim. You make me marvel : Wherefore, e'er this time, 
Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me; 
That I might ſo have rated my expence, 
As I had leave of means? 
Flav. You would not hear me, 
At pany leiſures I . 


i 
| 
! 
x. 
ll 
if 
| 
k 
N 
0 
1. 
V+ 
v8 
| 


—— — 


_— 


— — — * O — 
—.— — = ere Ee eee —— r.. ———— 
— — —  _—— 4 er N 


24 TIMON OF. ATHENS, 


> 


Tim. Go to: | 2 
Perchance, ſome ſingle vantages you took, 
When my indiſpoſition put you back; 
And that unaptneſs made you miniſter, 
Thus to excuſe yourſelf. 
Flav. O my good lord! 
At many times I brought in my accounts, 
Laid them before you; you would throw them off, 
And ſay, you found them in mine honeſty, 
When, for ſome trifling preſent, you have bid me 
Return ſo much, I have ſhook my head and wept ; 
Yea, gainſt the authority of manners, prayed you 
To hold your hand more cloſe; I did endure 
Not ſeldom, nor no ſlight checks; ; when I have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your eſtate, | 
And your preat flow of debts, My dear lov'd lord, 
Though you hear now, yet now's too late a time; 
The greateſt of your having lacks a half . 
To pay your preſent debts. 
Tim. Let all my land be ſold. 
Flav. Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeited and gone, 
And what remains will bardly ſtop the mouth 
Of preſent dues z the future comes apace : 
What ſhall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning ? 
| Tim. To Lacedzmon did my land extend. 
Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a world; 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 
1 How quickly were it gone? 
| Tim. Lou tell me true. 
Flav. If you ſuſpect my huſbandry, or falſeſhood, 
_-- Call me before the exacteſt auditors, 
it And ſet me on the proof, So the gods bleſs me, 
1 When all our offices have been oppreſt 3 
if 95 With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept | 5 
ll i} With drunken ſpilth of wine; when every room ' x 
oh lach blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with. minſtrelſy; _—_ 
1 lh have retir'd me to a waſteful cock, L 
=. And ſet mine eyes at flow. | 'F 
| Tim. Pr'ythee, no more. © - 
[|| Flav. Heavens, have I (aid, the bounty of this lord! ! 9 
| g o 
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| How many prodigal bits have ſlaves, and A 


This night englutted! Who is not Timon's? 
What heart, head, ſword, force means, but is lord 
Timon's ? 
Great Timon's, noble, worthy, royal Timon's ? 
Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made : 
Feaſt-won, faſt-Joſt ; one cloud of winter ſhowers, 
Theſe flies are couch'd. 
Tim. Come ſermon me no further: 


| No villainous bounty yet hath paſt my heart; 


Unwiſely, not ignobly, have I given. 

Why doſt thou weep ? can'ſt thou the conſcience lack 
To think I ſhall lack friends? Secure thy heart; 

If I would broach the veſſels of my love, 


And try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 


Men and Men's fortunes, could I frankly uſe, 

As I can bid thee ſpeak. 
Flav. Aſſurance bleſs your thought 
Tim, And, in ſome ſort, theſe wants of mine are 

crown'd, 

That I account them bleſſings ; for by theſe 

Shall I try friends: you ſhall perceive, how you 

Miſtake my fortunes ; I am wealthy in my friends. 

Within there, —F laminius ! Servilius.1 


Enter FLAMINIUsS, SERVILIUS, and other Servants. 


Serv. My lord, my lord, 
Tim, I will diſpatch you leverally, ——You, to lord 
Lucius, — 
To lord Lucullus you; I hunted with his 
Honour to day; You to Sempronius,— 


| Commend me to their loves; and, I am proud, ſay, 


That my occaſions haye found time to uſe them 
Toward a ſupply of money : let the requeſt 
Be fifty talents. a 
Flam. As you have ſaid, my lord. 
Flav. Lord Lucius, and Lucullus? hum! 
Tim. Go you, fir, to the ſenators 
(Of NLO, even to the ſtate's beſt health, I have 
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Deſerv'd this hearing), bid 'em — o' the inſtant 
A thouſand talents to me. 
Flav. I have been bold 
(For that I knew it the moſt general way), 
To them to ule your ſignet, and your name; 
But they do ſhake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 
Tim. Is't true? can't be ? 
Flav. They anſwer, in a joint and coporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treaſure, cannot 
Do what they would; are orry—you are honourable,» 


But yet they could have wiſh'd—they knew not 


Something hath been amiſs—a noble nature - 


May catch a wrench—would all were well—'tis pity 


And fo, intending other ſerious matters, 


After diſtaſteful looks, and theſe hard fractions, 


With certain half- caps, and cold- moving nods, 
They froze me into ſilence. | 
Tim. You podsreward them !— 

I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly : Theſe old fellows 
Have their iogratitude in them hereditary : 

Their blood is cak'd, *tis cold, it ſeldom flows; 


Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind; 
And nature, as it grows again toward earth, 


Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy.— 
Go to Ventidius,—Pr*ythee, be not fad, 


Thou art true, and honeſt ; ingenuouſiy I ſpeak, 


No blame belongs to thee—Ventidivs lately 
Bury'd his father : by whoſe death, he's ſtepp'd 
Into a great eſtate : when he was poor, 


Impriſon'd, and in ſcarcity of friends, 


I clear'd him with five talents : Greet him from me; 
Bid him ſuppoſe, ſome good neceffity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd 
With thoſe five talents: : that had, give it theſe fellows 
To whom 'tis inflant due. Never ſpeak, or think, 
That Timon's fortunes *mong his friends can ſink. 

Flav. I would, I could not think it; That thought 

bounty's foe ; ; 


Being free itſelf, it thinks all others ſo. [ [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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A - r 
SCENE I. Lvcvirvs's Houſe in Athens. 
FLAMINIUs waiting. Enter a Servant to him. 


Servant, 


1 HAVE told my lord of you, he is coming down to 


YOu, e 
Flam. I thank you, ſir. 


Enter LucULLUs. 


Serv. Here's my lord, 

Lucul. LAſide.] One of lord Timon's men? a gift, I war- 
rant, Why, this hits right; I dreamt of a ſilver baſon 
and ewer to-night. Flaminius, honeſt Flaminins; you 
are very reſpectively welcome, Sir—Fill me ſome wine. 
—And how does that honourable, compleat, free-hearted 
gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and 
maſter ? „ : Re 

Flam. His health is well, fir. 


Lucul J am right glad that his health is well, fire 
And what haſt thou there under thy cloak pretty Flaminius ? 


Flam. Faith nothing but an empty box, ſir, which, 
in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your honour to ſup- 
ply; who, having a great and inſtant occaſion to uſe 
fiſty talents, hath ſent to your lordſhip to furniſh him 
nothing doubting your preſent aſſiſtance therein. 


Lucul. La, la, la, la,—nothing doubting fays he? alas, 


good lord ! a noble gentleman ?tis, if he would not keep 
ſo good a houſe. Many a time and often I ha' din'd with 
him, and told him on't ; and came again to ſupper to him, 
of purpoſe to have him ſpend leſs: and yet he would em- 
brace no counſel, take no warning by my coming. Every 


man hath his fault, and honeſty is his; I ha' told him 


on't, but I could never get him from't. 
Re-enter Servant, with Wine. 
Serv, Pleaſe your lordſhip, here is the wine, 


r L 


Lucul. 
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Lucul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always wiſe. 
Here's to thee. - 

Flam. Your lordſhip ſpeaks your pleaſure. 

Lucul, I have obſerv'd thee always for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit, — give thee thy due,— and one that knows 
what belongs to reaſon; and canſt uſe the time well, if the 
time uſe thee well: good parts in thee.-Get you gone, ſirrah. 
[To the Servant, wha goes out. ]--Draw nearer, honeſt Flami- 
nius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman : but thou art wiſe ; 
and thou know'ſt well enough, although thou com'ſt to me, 
that this is no time to lend money; eſpecially upon bare 
friendſhip, without ſecurity. Here's three ſolidares for 
thee; good boy, wink at me, and fay, thou ſaw'ſt me not, 


Fare thee well. 


Flam. 1s poſſible, the world. ſhould ſo much differ ; ; 
And we alive, that liv'd ? Fly, damned baſeneſs, 
To him that worſhips thee. 
[Throwing the Money away. 
' Lucul. Ha! Now I ſee, thou art a fool, and fit for 
thy maſter, | [Exit LucuLLUs. 
Flam. May theſe add to the number that may ſcald 
thee! _ 


Let molten coin be thy damnation, 
Thou diſeaſe of a friend, and not himſelf ! 


Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 


It turns in leis than two nights? O you Gods, 


J feel my maſter's paſſion! This ſlave, 

Unto his honour, has my lord's meat in him: 

Why ſhould it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 

When he is turn'd to poiſon? 

O, may diſeaſes only work upon't! 

And, when he's ſick to death, let not that part of nature 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 


To expel fickneſs, but prolong bis hour ! Exit. 


8 


der II. 4 public Street. 


Enter Lucius, with three Strangers. 


Luc. Who, the lord Timon? he is my very good Friend, 
and an honourable Gentleman. | 


- 1 Stran.- 


©, 
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I ſhould not urge it half ſo fairhfully, 
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1. Stran. We know him for no leſs, though we are 
but ſtrangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my 
lord, and which I hear from common rumours, now lord 


Timon's happy hours are done and paſt, and his OR 


ſhrinks from him. 


Luc. Fye, no, do not believe it; he cannot want for 
money. 


2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, not long 


ago, one of the men was with the lord Lucullus, to borrow 


ſo many talents; nay, urg'd extremely for't, and ſhew'd 
what neceſſity en to't, whe yet, was deny' d. 

Luc. How ? 

2 Stran. | tell you, deny' d, my ied. 

Luc. What a ſtrange caſe was that? now, before the 
gods, I am aſham'd on't. Deny'd that honourable man ? 
there was very little honour ſhew'd in't. For my own part, 
I muſt needs confeſs, IJ have receiv'd ſome {mall kindneſſes 


from him, as money, plate, jewels, and ſuch like trifles, 


nothing comparing to his; yet, had he miſtook him and 
ſeat to me, I ſhould ne er have deny 4 his occaſion ſo 
many talents. ' 


Enter SERVILIUS. 


Ser. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord ; 1 kein (eat to 
fog his honour, My e lord. 


of TO N 
Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, fir. Fare thee well; 


—Commend me to thy honourable-virtuous lord, my very 


exquilite friend, 

Ser. May it pleaſe your honour, my lord hath ſent,— 

Luc. Ha! what hath he ſent ? I am ſo much endear'd 
to that lord; he's ever ſending ; How ſhall ! thank him, 
think'lt thou? And what has he ſent now? 

Ser. He has only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my lord ; 


requeſting your lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant uſe with ſo 
many talents. 


Tuc. T know, his lordſhip is but merry with me; He 


cannot want fifty five-hundred talents, 
Ser, But in the mean time he wants leſs, my lord, 
If his occaſion were not virtuous, 


Luc. 
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30 TIMON OF ATHENS, 


Luc. Doſt thon ſpeak ſeriouſly, Servilios 2 

Ser. Upon my ſoul 'tis true, fir. - 

Luc. What a wicked beaſt was I, to disfurniſl myſelf 
againſt ſuch a good time, when I might have ſhewn my- 
ſelf eee ? how unluckily it bang, that I ſhould 
purchaſe the day before for a little part, and undo a great 
deal of honour ?—Servilius, now before the gods, I am 
not able to do't ; the more beaſt I ſay : I was ſending to 
uſe lord Timon my ſelf, theſe gentlemen can witneſs ; but 
I would not, not for the wealth of Athens, I had done it 
now, Commend me bountifully to his good lordſhip ; 
and, I hope, his honour will conceive the faireſt of me, 
becauſe I have no power to be kind :—And tell him this 
from me, I count it one of my greateſt afflictions, ſay, that 
I cannot pleaſure ſuch an honourable gentleman. Good 


Servilius, will you befriend me ſo far, as to uſe my own 


words to him? 
Ser. Yes, fir, I ſhall, 
Luc. In look you out a good turn, Servilius.— 
LExit SERVILIUS, 


True, as you faid, Timon is ſhrunk, indeed; 
And he, that's once deny'd, will hardly ſpeed. | 


| | Exit. 
1 Stran. Do you obſerve this, Hoſtilius ? 

2 Stran. Ay too well. 

1 Stran. Why this is the world's ſport 5 
And juſt of the ſame piece is every flatterer's ſoul. 
Who can call him his friend, . | 
That dips in the ſame diſh ? for, in my knowing, 
Timon has been this lord's father, | 
And kept his credit with his purſe ; 
Supported his eſtate ; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages: He ne'er drinks, 


But Timon's ſilver treads upon his lip; 


And yet (O, ſee the monſtrouſneſs of man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful ſhape ! 73 
He does deny him, in reſpect of his, 
W hat charitable men afford to beggats. 

3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 

1 Stran. For mine own part, 
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Nor came any of his bounties over me, £1 | 
To mark me for his friend; yet, I proteſt, | { 
For his right noble mind, illuſtrious virtue, ! 
And honourable carriage, | | 
Had his neceſſity made uſe of. me, : 
I wonld have put my wealth into donation, 
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Z And the beſt half ſhould have return'd to him, 

F. So much I love his heart: But, I perceive, [ 

0 Men muſt learn now with pity to diſpenſe; 4 | | 

4 For policy a above conſcience. . [Exeunt. 
SCENE III. 


SEMPRONEUS's Houſe. Enter SEMPRONIUS, with 4 
Servant of TIOx's. 


Sem. Muſt he needs trouble me in't ? Hum! Bove all 
others? 

He might have try'd lord 1 or Lucullus; 3 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem'd from priſon : All theſe 
Owe their eſtates unto him. 

Serv. My lord, 
They have all been touch'd, and Cond baſe metal, for 
They have all deny'd him! | 

Sem. How ! have they deny'd him: 
Hath Ventidius and Lucullus deny'd him? 
And does he ſend to me? Three? hum 
It ſhews. but little love or judgment in him. 
Muſt I be his laſt refuge ? his friends, like phyſicians, 

Thrive, give him over; muſt I take the cure uponme: 

He has much diſgrac'd me in't; I am angry at him, 
That might have known my place: : I ſee no ſenſe for't, 
But his occaſions might have woo'd me firſt ; 
For, in my conſcience, I was the fir ſtman 
That e'er receiv'd gift from him: 5 | 
And does he think ſo backwardly of me now, 3 [ 
That 1'Il requite it laſt ? No: 1 
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I had rather than the worth of thrice the ſum, 
He had ſent to me firſt, hut for my mind's ſake ; 
J had ſuch a courage to do him good. But now ME; 
And with their faint reply this anſwer join ; 
Who bates mine honour, ſhall not know my coin. 
„ e. 
Serv. Excellent! Vour Lordſhip's a goodly Villain. 


The devil knew not what he did, when he made man po- 


litick ; he croſs'd himſelf by't: and I cannot think, but, in 
the end, the Villainies of man will ſet him clear. How 
fairly this lord ſtrives to appear foul ? takes virtuous copies 
to be wicked; like thoſe that under hot ardent zeal, would 
ſet whole realms on fire. 
Of ſuch a nature is his politick lone. 
This was my lord's beſt hope; now all are fea, 
Save only the gods: Now his friends are dead, 
Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, muſt be employed 
Now to guard- ſure their maſter. 
And this is all a liberal courſe allows; 
Who cannot keep his wealth, muſt keep his houſe, | 
[ Exit, 
J ͤ ͤ ÄP 
| SCENE TV. TiMoN's Hall. 


Enter VARRO, Trrus, Hor TENS1US, Loctvs, and 


other Servants of TIMOx's Creditors, wha wait Ju his 
coming out, 


Var. Well met; good 1 morrow, Titus, and Hortenſius. 


Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius? 
W hat, do we meet together? 

Lac. Ay, and, I think, 


One buſineſs e command us all; for mine 
Is money. 


Tit. So 1 is tl. dirs, and ours. 


Enter puilorus. 
Lug. And ſir Philotus too! 
Phi. Good day at once. 
1 Luc. 


- 
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Luc. Welcome, good | n What do ou think 
the hour? 

P bi. Labouring for dine. 

Dc So lmuch? N £ 

Phi. Is not my lord ſeen yet? 5 TT 
Luc. Not yet. . 

Phi. 1 wonder on't; he was wont to thing. at "ſevens 
Luc. Ay, but the days are waxed ſhorter” with him 
Fou muſt conſider, that a prodigal's courſe . , _ 
1s like the ſun' 8; but not like his, recoverable. N 
I J fear, q 

Tis deepeſt winter in lord Timon': s purſe; 
That is, one may reach deep enough. and $208 8 
Find little. 5 
7 Phi. Lam of your fear for that. 5 

Tit. I' ſhew you how to obſerve a ſtrange event. 
Your lord ſends now for money. 5 On. 
Hor. Moſt true, he does. 3 7950 
Tit. And. he wears jewels now of Timon" s ah,” 3 
For which I wait for money. . 
Hor. It is againſt my heart. 5 
Luc. Mark, how ſtrange it ſhows, _ 5 
Timon in this ſhould pay more than he owes : 
And een as if your lord ſhould wear rich jewels, 
And ſend for money for em. 


Hor. I am weary of this charge, the gods can wir. 
neſs: N 
I kinds my lord hath 3 of Timon's wealth, 
And now ingratitude makes itworſe than ealth. 
Var. Yes, mine's three thouſand crowns : What's 
yours? | 
Luc. Five thouſand mine. a 


= Var. *Tis very deep: 10 it ſhould ſeem. by the 


ſum, 
Vour maſter's | eonfidence was above mine; 
Elſe, fenen, bis had equall d. 


Enter FLAMINIUS, 


Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 


e e e Luc. 


TT 


My lord leans wondrouſly to diſcontent: 
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Luc. Flaminius! fir, a word: Pray is my lord 
Ready to come forth? : 
Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 
Tit. We attend his lordſhip; pray, i nif 15 much. 
Flam. I need not tell him that ; he ily fo your are 
too een 15 [Exit FL AMIixIus. 


Enter Flavius, in a Chak, med. 


Luc. Ha! is not that his ſteward muffled ſo? 


He goes away in a cloud: call him, call bim. 


Tit. Do you hear, fir? T * 
Var. By your leave, fir,— 0 2.5, 
Flav. What do you aſk of me, my friend 3 Sa 
Tit. We wait for certain money here, ſir. 
Flay. Ay, if money were as certain as e wait- 
ing, 8 

*Twere ſure congh 

Why then-perferr'd.you not your ſums and bills, 

When your falſe maſters eat of my lord's meat? 

Then they would ſmile, and fawn upon his Jobts, 

And take dowa the intereſt in their gluttonous maws ; 

You do yourſelves but wrong, to ſtir me up; 

Let me paſs quietly : 

Believ't, my lord and I have made an bd; 

I have no more to reckon, he to ſpend. 
Luc, Ay, but this anſwer will not ſerve, 
Flav. If 'twill not ſerve, tis not fo baſe as you ; 


7 
1 37 * 


For you ſerve knaves. [Exit. 


Var. How! what does his caſhier'd worſhip mutter? 


Tit. No matter what; he's poor, 
And that's revenge enough. Who can ſpeak broader 


Than he that has no houſe to put his head in? 


Such may rail 'gainſt great buildings. 


Enter SERvILID 8. 


Tit. O, here's Servilius J now we ſhall know | 


Some anſwer. 

Serv. If I might beſeech you, gentlemen, 
To repair ſome other hour, I ſhould 
Derive much from it : for, take it on my ſoul, 


His 
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His comfortable temper has forſook him 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber, 
Tuc. Many do keep their chambers, are not ſick: 
And, if he be ſo far beyond his health, 
Methinks, he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

Ser, Good gods ! 

Tit. We cannot take this for anſwer, fir, 

Flam. [ Within, ] Servilius, help! my lord my 

lord! 


Enter Tixox, in a Rage. 
Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my paſſage 2 
Have I been ever free, and muſt my houſe 
Be my reteative enemy, my jail ? 
The place, which I have feaſted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, ſhew me an iron heart ? 
Luc. Put in now, Titus. 
Tit. My lord, here is my bill, 
Luc, Here's mine. - 
Far. And mine, my Jord. 
Caph. And ours, my lord. 
Phi. All our bills. 5 
Tim. Knock me down with 'em, n me to the 
girdle. 
Luc. Alas! my lord, — 
Tim. Cut my heart in ſums. 
Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 
Tim. Tell out my blood. 
Luc. Five thouſand crowns, my lord. 
Tim. Five thouſand drops pays that. 
What yours? and yours ? 
1/ar, My lord, — 
2 Yar. My lord, 
Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you ! 
[Extt. 
Hur. Faith, I perceive, our maſters may throw their 
caps at their money; theſe debts may be well call'd deſ- 
Perate ones, for a madman owes em. 
| [ Exeunt. 


C2 Ne. ente: 
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Re-enter T1MoY, and FLAVIUS. | 


Tim. They have e'en «PRE my breath from me, the 


laves --- TROY: 
Creditors !—devils. ry oh . . 
Flav. My dear lord. - I 
Tim. What if it ſhould be ſo 1 1 er 


Flav. My lord, — 
Tim. I'll have it ſo :—My- Nownrs 1 . 
Flav. Here, my lord. | 412; 
Tim. So fitly ?—Go, bid-all wy blends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius, all; 
I'll once more feaſt the raſeals - e e e a 
Flau. O my lord. eee 
You only ſpeak from your diſtrated fort; 323 
There is not ſo much left, to en out 50 e 


A moderate table. FC | 
Tim. Be it not in thy care; go, | E 5: MITE 


I charge thee, invite them all: let in the tide | | 
Of knaves once more; my N and I'll 8 
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8 c1 E N E v. The Senate- Houſe,” 
Senators, and ALCIBIADES: 


1 Sen, My lord, you have my voice org the fault 


bloody | 
*Tis neceſſary he ſhould die: 5 
Nothing emboldens ſin ſo much as mercy. 15 


2 Sen. Moſt true; the law ſhall bruiſe em. 
Alc. Honour, health, and compatiioh to the ſenate! f 
1 Sen. Now, captain? | 
Alc. Jam an humble ſuitor to your virtues; 

For pity is the virtue of the law, , 

And none but tyrants uſe it cruelly. 

It pleaſes time, and fortune, to lie heavy 

Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 

Hath ſtept into the law, which is paſt depth 

To thoſe that, without heed, do plunge into it. 


He is a man, ſetting his fate aſide, | 55 
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Of comely virtues : 

Nor did he ſoil the fact with: FOR 7 

(An honour in him, which buys out his fault); 
But, with a noble fury, and fair ſpirit, 

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 

He did oppoſe his foe : 

And with ſuch ſober and unnoted peſbon 

He did behave his anger, ere *twas ſpent, 


As it he had but prov'd an argument, 


1 Sen, You undergo too ſtrict a paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair: 
Your words have took ſuch pains, as if they labour'd 


To bring man- ſlaughter into form, and ſet quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed, 


Is valour miſbegot, and came into the weld 


When ſets and factions were newly born: 
He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 


37 


The worſt that man can breathe, and make his wrongs 
His outſides; to wear them like his raiment, careleſſly; 


And ne'er prefer his injuries to his Marte 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What folly *ris to hazard life for ill? 

Alc. My lord, — 

1 Sen. You cannot make groſs ſins look clear; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alc. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
If I ſpeak like a captain.— 
Why do fond men expoſe themſelves to battle, 
And not endure all threats; ſleep upon it, 
And ler the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad ? why then, women are more valiant, 
That ſtay at home, it bearing carry it; 
The aſs, more captain than the lion; and the fellow, 
Loaden with irons, wiſer than the judge, 
If wiſdom be in ſuffering. _ O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good: 
Who cannot condemn raſhneſs in cold blood? 


To 


1 
4 
| 
* 5 
1 
1 
by 
Wi! 
1 
ſh 
: Ci, 
* 
4 
* 
iq. 
| 
17 
14 
IN 
Þ 
N 
3 


; = 
2 W 


pe es 


— 
— —— 


2 


— 
2 — — — 


38 TIMON OF ATHENS. 


To kill, I grant, is ſin's extremeſt guſt; 
But, in defence, by mercy, tis moſt juſt, 
To be in anger, is impiety z 

But who is man, that is not angry ? 
Weigh but the crime with this, 

2 Sen, You breathe in vain. 

Alc. In vain ? his ſervice done 
At Lacedemon, and Byzantium, 

Were a ſufficient briber for his life. 

I Sen. What's that? 

Alc. Why, 1 fay, my lords, he has done fair ſervice, 2 
And lain in fight many of your enemies: " 
How full of valour did he bear himſelf 1 

In the laſt conflict, and made plenteous wounds? 3 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em; he 


n 5 
. 
. 
OS ILY 


Is a ſworn rioter : he has a fin [ 
That often drowns him, and takes his valour priſoner 4 'Y 
Tf there were no foes, that were enough AY 
To overcome him: in that beaſtly fury 4 
He has been known to commit outrages, I 
And cheriſh factions: Tis inferr'd to us, 3 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. Y 
1 Sen. He dies. 155 2 
Alc. Hard fate! he might have died in war. 1 

My lords, if not for any parts in him | 4 


(Though his right arm might purchaſe his own time, 
And be in debt to none), yet more to move Jou, 
Take my deſerts to his, and join 'em both: 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security I'll pawn my victories, all 
My honours to you, upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore; 
For law is ſtrift, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies; urge it no more, 
On height of our diſpleaſure : Fricnd, or brother, . 
He forfeits his own blood, that ſpills another. 

Alc. Muſt it be fo ? it muſt not be. My lords 
I do beſeech you, know me. LEES 
2 Sen, How? 
Ale, Call me to your remembrances. 
2 Sen. 
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It could not elſe be, I ſhould prove fo baſe, 
| To ſue, and bedeny'd ſuch common grace: 


Tis in few words, but ſpacious in effect; 


He ſhall be executed preſently. 


Rich only in large hurts. — All thoſe, for this? 


It is a cauſe worthy my ſpleen and fury, 
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3 Sen. What? 
Alc. I cannot think, but your age has forgot me ; 


My wounds ake at you. 
1 Sen. Do you dare our anger ? 


We baniſh thee for ever. 
Alc. Baniſh me ? 
Baniſh your dotage ; baniſh uſury, 
That makes the ſenate ugly, 
1 Sen, If, after two days' ſhine, Athens contain thee, 
Attend our weightier judgment, 
And, not to ſwell our ſpirit, 3 
Lxeunt Senate. 
Alc. Now the gods keep you old enough ; that you may 
live | 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I am worſe than mad : I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and Jer out 
Their coin upon large intereſt ; I myſelf, 


Is this the balſam, that the uſuring ſenate 
Pours into captains' wounds? Ha ! baniſhment ? 
It comes not ill; I hate not to be baniſh'd ; 


That I may ſtrike at Athens. I'll cheer up 
My diſcontented troops, and lay for hearts. 
*Tis honour, with moſt lands to be at odds; 


Soldiers as little ſhould brook wrongs, as gods. 
| | LEExit. 
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SCENE VI. Tinox's Houſe. 
Enter . Senators at ſeveral Deors. 


1 Sen. The good time of day to you, Sir, #1 
2 Sen. Tallq wiſh it to you. I think, this honourable — 


lord did but try us this other day. EE 
| 4: +: I Sen. 
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i Sen. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we 


encounter'd : I hope, it is not ſo l»w with him, as he made 
it ſeem in the trial of his ſeveral friends. 

2 Sen. It ſhould not be, by the perſuaſion of his new 

feaſting. N | | 

I Sen. I ſhould think ſo: he hath ſent me an earneſt 
. which many my near occaſions did urge me to put 
off : but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and I muſt 
needs appear, 

2 Sen. in like manner I was in debt to my importu- 
nate buſineſs, but he would not hear my excuſe, I 
am lorry, when he {ent to borrow of me, that my provi- 
ſion was out. 

1 Sen. 1 am ſick of that grief too, as underſtand how 
all things go. 1 

2 Sen. Every man here's ſo, What would he have 
borrow'd of you ? 33 

I Sen. A thouſand pieces. 

2 Sen. A thouſ: od pieces ! 

1 Sen What of you ? po 

3 Sen. He ent to me, fi r,—Here he comes. — 5 


f 


ks T1M08, and Attendants, 5 


Tim. With all my heart, Se9Yemen | both ; ] —And how 


fare you ? 
1 Jen. Reer a the beſt, hearing well of Your lord- 
ſhip. 


2 Sen. The ſwallow follows not ſummer more villiogly, 
than we your lordſnip. 

Tim. [Afide. | Nor more "willingly leaves winter; 7 
fuck ſummer-birds are men.—Gentlemen, our dinner will 
not recompence this long ſtay: fealt your ears with the 
muſick awhile; if they will fare ſo harſhly as on the trum- 
pet's ſound : we ſhall toitpreſently. y 

1 Sen. Lhope, it remains not unkindly with your lord- 


ſhip, that I return'd you an empty meſſenger. 


Tim. O, fir, let it not trouble 1 
2 Sen. My noble F mu, 


Tin. Ah ! wy good friend ! has cheer | EL 
= [The beer? brought i in. 


2 Len. 


3292 Lo » 


. 
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2 Sen. My moſt honourable lord, I am een ſick of 
ſhame, that, when your lordſhip this other day ſent to me; 
I was ſo unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim, Think not on't, fir. | 

2 Sen. If you had ſent but two hours before, 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance, 
Come, bring in all together. | 

2 Sen. All cover'd diſhes— 

1 Len. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 
3 Sen. Doubt not that, if money, and the ſeaſon can 
yield it. 77 
1 Sen. How do you ? what's the news? 
Sen. Alcibiades is banifh'd : hear you of it? 

Both. Alcibiades baniſh d! 

3 Sen. *Tis ſo, be fure of it, 

1 Sen. How ?! how? 

2 Sen. | pray you, upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 Sen. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble feaſt 


toward. 


2 Hen. This is the old man ſtill. 
3 Sen. Will't hold? will't hold ? 
2 Sen. It does: but time will and ſo 
3 Sen. I do conceive. 5 
Tim. Each man to his ſtbol, with that ſpur as he 
would to the lip of his miſtreſs: your diet ſhall be in all 
places alike. Make not a city feaſt of it, to let the meat 
cool ere we can agree upon the firſt place: Sit, fit. The 
gods require our thanks. | | 


Nu great benefactors, ſprinkle our ſociety with thankful- 
neſs, For your own gifts, make yourſelves prais'd : but re- 
ferve ſtill to give, left your deities be deſpiſed. Lend to each 
"man enough, that one need not lend to another : fer, were 
your godheads to borraw of men, men would forſake the gods, 
Mate the meat be beloved, more than the man that gives it. 
Let no aſſembly of twenty be without a ſcore of villains : V 
there ſit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of them be as 


they are.—The reſt of your fees, O gods, — the ſenators of 


Athens, together with the common lag of people, —whet is a- 
| | \ miſs 
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miſs in them, you gods, make ſuitable for deftruftiom. Fey 
theſe my preſent friends, —as they are to me nothing, fo in no- 
thing bleſs them, and to nothing are they welcome. 
Uncover, dogs, and lap. | 5 
[The diſhes uncovered are full of warm water. 

Some ſpeak. What does his lordſhip mean? 

Some other, I know not. 

Tim. May you a better feaſt never behold, 
You knot of mouth-friends! ſmoke, and luke-warm 

water 5 5 

Is your perfection. This is Timon's laſt; 
Who ſtruck and ſpangled you with flatteries, 


Waſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces 


| [Throwing Water in their Faces, 
Your recking villainy. Live loath'd, and long, 

Moſt ſmilling, ſmooth, deteſted paraſites, 

Courteous deſtroyers, affable wolves, meek bears, 

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies, 

Cap and knee ſlaves, vapours, and minute jacks !- 

Of man, and beaſt, the infinite malady 


Cruſt you quite o'er |—What, doſt thou go? 


Soft, take thy phyſick firſt, - thou too, —and thou; 
[Throws the Diſhes at then: 

Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none. — | 

What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feaſt, 

Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueſt. 

Burn, houſe; ſink, Athens ! henceforth hated be 

Of Timon, man, and all humanity ? Exit. 


Re-enter the Senators. 


1 Sen. How now, my lords? 
2 Sen, Know you the quality of lord Timon's fury ? 
3 Sen. Piſh! did you ſee my cap? . 
4 Sen. I have loſt my gown. 5 
1 Sen. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humour 
ſways him. He gave me a jewel the other day, and now 
he has beat it out of my hat: Did you ſee my jewel? 
2 Sen. Did you lee my cap? 
3 Sen. Here tis. | 
4 Sen. Here lies my gown, 


1 Sen, Let's make no ſtay, 
2 Sen, 
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| 2 Sen. Lord Timon' s mad, 


x 


Sen. J feel't upon my bones. | | 

4 Sen, One day he gives us diamonds, next day ſtones. | 
[Exeunt. [ 

"AC T Iv, | 

8 C E N E . Without the walls of Athens. 
Enter TIMON. i 

Timon. | 


las me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdleſt in thoſe wolves ! Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontineat ; 
Obedience fail in children ! flaves, and fools, 
Pluck the grave wrinkled ſenate from the bench, 
And minitter in their ſteads! to general fiiths | 
Convert o'the inſtant, green virginity ! 1 | 
Do't in your parents'-eyes ! bankrupts, hold faſt; : | f 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, _ | 
And cut your traſters' throats | bound ſervants, ſteel; _ Y | 
Large-handed robbers your grave maſters are, i 
And pill by law ! maid, to thy maſter's bed, 4 
Thy miſtreſs is o'the brothel ! ſon of ſixteen, | L 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 
With it beat out his brains! piety, and fear, | .þ 
Religion to the gods, peace, juſtice, truth, 1 
Domeſtick awe, night-reſt, and neighbourhood, 1 1 
Inſtruction, manners, myſteries, and trades, 
Degrees, oblervances, cuſtoms, and Jaws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, 
And yet confuſion live !—Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap RET 
On Athens, ripe for ſtroke! thou cold ſciatica, 


Cripple our ſcnators, that their limbs may halt | | 
As lamely as their manners! luſt and liberty | 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth; ö 


That *gainſt the ſiream of virtue they may ſtrive, 4 
And 4 
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And drown themſelves in riot! itches, blains, 
Sow all the Athenian boſoms; and their crop 
Be general leproſy ! breath infect breath 
That their ſociety; as their friendſhip, may 
Be merely poiſon! Nothing [ii bear from thee, 
But nakedneſs, thou dcteſtable town! | 
Take thou that too, with. multiplying banns ! 
Timon will to the woods ; wherc he ſhall find 


The unkindeſt beaſt. more kinder than mankind. 


The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall! 
Aad grant, as | imon grows, his hate may grow | 
To the whole race of mankind, high, and low! 


| Amen. | Exit. 


— — — — 2 


SCENE II, Trmon's Houſe. 


Enter FLAv1vs, with two or three Servants. 


1 Serv. Hear you, maſter ſteward, where is our maſter? 


Are we undone ? caſt off? nothing remaining? 
Flav. Alack, my fellows, what ſhould I ſay to you A 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 
1 Serv. Such a houſe broke | 
So noble a maſter fallen! All gone! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him ! OY, 
2 Serv. As we do turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his grave, 
So his familiars from his buried fortunes 
Slink all away; leave their falfe vows with him, 
Like empty purſes pick'd : and his poor {elf, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, 
With his diſeaſe of all' ſhunn'd poverty, 
Walks, like contempt, alone.— More of our fellows. 


Enter other Servants. 


Flav, All broken implements of a ruin'd houſe. 


boy: | 3. Serv. 
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Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery, 
That ſee I by our faces; we are fellows ſtill, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our bark ; : 
And we, poor mates, ſtand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the ſurges threat: we mult all part 
Into this ſea of air. 

Flau. Good fellows all, 
The lateſt of my wealth PII Hart Loa you. 
Wherever we ſhall meet, for Timon's ſake, 

Let's yet be fellows ; let's ſhake our heads, and 11 

As 'twere a knell unto our maſter's fortunes, 5 

Me have ſeen better days. Let each take ſome; i 

Nay, put ont all your hands.” : Not one word more: 

Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poor. | 
Ereunt Seruants, 

O, the fierce wretchedneſs thit glory brings us! _ 

Who would not wiſh to be from wealth exempt, 

Since riches point to miſery and contempt? 


Who'd be fo mock'd with glory ? or to live 


But in a dream of friendſhip ? 

To have his pomp, and all what ſtate compounds, 

But only painted, like his varniſt'd friends? 

Poor honeſt lord, Drought low. by his own heart ; 

Undone by noodneſs ! Strange, unuſual blood, 

When man's worſt fin is, he does too much good ! 

Who then dares to be half ſo kind again ? ' 

For bounty, that makes gods, does {till mar men. 

My deareſt lord, — bleſt, to be moſt accurs'd, 
Rich, only to be wretched ;——thy great ine 

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord! 

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful ſeat 

Of monſtrous friends: nor has he with him to 

Supply his life, or that which can command it. . 
Ill follow, and inquire him out: 

Jil ever ſerve his mind with my beſt will ; 

Whilſt I have gold, I'll be his ſteward fill. | Text. 


[Giving 1622 money. 
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SCENE. III. The Woops. 
Enter TIMO. 


Tim. O bleſſed breeding ſun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity ; ; below thy ſiſter's orb 
Infect the air! Twinn'd brothers of one womb, — 
Whoſe procreation, reſidence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant, —touch them with 8 fortunes; 
The gfeater ſeorns the leſſer: Not nature, 
To whom all ſores lay ſiege, can bear great fortune, ; 
But by contempt of nature. 
Raiſe me this beggar, and denude that lord; 
The ſenator ſhall bear contempt Wa 
The beggar native honour. 
It is the paſtor lards the brother's ſides, 
The want that makes him leave. Who dares, who dares, 
In purity of manhood ſtand upright, 8 
And ſay, This man's a flatterer £ ” it one be, © 
So are they all; for every grize of fortune 
Is ſmooth'd by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool: All is oblique 
There's nothing level in our curſed natures, 
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feaſts, ſocieties, and throngs of men! 
His ſemblable, yea, himſelf, Timon diſdains: 
Deſtruction fang mankind !—Earth, yield me roots 

9 [ Digging the Earth. 
Who ſeeks for better of thee, ſauce his palate 
With thy moſt operant poiſon ! What is here? 
Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold? No, gods, 
Jam no idle votariſt : Roots, you clear heavens ! 
Thus much of this, will make black, white ; foul, fair ; 
Wrong, right ; baſe, noble ; old, young ; coward; valiant. 


Ha! you gods! why this? What this, you gods? Why 


this 
Will lug your prieſts and ſervants from your fides 


Pluck ſtout men's pillows from below their heads: 
This Joo ſlave 
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Will knit and break religions; bleſs the accurs'd ; 


Make the hoar leproſy ador'd ; place thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With ſenators on the bench ; this is it, 

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again; 

She, whom the ſpital-houſe and ulcerous ſotes 

Would caſt the gorge at, this embalms and ſpices 

To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 

Thou common whore of mankind, that putꝰſt odds 

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right. pature,—{ March er off- 3 a drum 7 
— Thovu'rt quick, 

But yet I'll bury thee : Thou'lt go, ſtrong thief, 

When gouty keepers of thee cannot fland = 

Nay, ſtay thou out for earneſt. Keeping ſome Gold. 


Enter ALCIBIADES, with Drum and. Fife, in warlike 
7 manner, and PHRYNIA and TIMANDRA. 


Alc. What art thou there ? ſpeak. | 5 
Tim. A beaſt, as thou art. The canker _ thy 
heart, 
For ſhewing me again the eyes of man! 
Alc. What is thy name? Is man ſo hateful to thee, 
Thar art thyſelf a man? 
Tim. I am miſanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee ſomething. 
Alc. I know thee well; 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and 8 


Tim. I know thee too; and more, than that I know 


thee, 

I not deſire to know. Follow thy drum; 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel; | 
Then what ſhould war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more deſtruction than ay {word, 
For all her cherubin look. 

Phr. Thy lips rot off ! 

Tim. I will not kiſs thee ; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again, 


Alc. 
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Alc, How came the noble Timon to this change? 

Lim. As the moon does, by wanting light to Lire: 2 
But then renew I could not, like the moon; 

There were no ſuns to bor row of. 0 Kies 

Alc. Noble Hmon, SDL Cans 
What friendſhip may I do thee wy e e 

Tim. None; but to e 
Maintain my opinion. Fr 501 ESE. ISDIAC: 

Alc. What is it, Tim6n.?- e eee tn! 

Tim. Promiſe me friendihip, but perform none: If 
Thou wilt not promiſe, the gods plague thee, for 
Thou art a man! If thou doſt perform, confound ee 
For thou artia man!!!! WO. iv i: 

Ale. I haveheard in ſome fort of thy miſeties/ 2 

Tim. Thou ſaw'ſt them, when IL had profperity. 

Alc. | fee them now; then was a bleſſed. time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 

Timgn. Ts this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd fo regardfally 277%; 7 51597 ont han nndy 

Tim. Art thou 1 imandra? e eee 

Timan. Les. 

Tim. Be a whore ſtill! they love thee not, that of thee; 
Give them diſeaſes, leaving: with thee: their luſt. 

Make ule of thy ſalt hours: ſeaſon the ſla ves 
For tubs, and baths; bring down roſe- ee: I 
To the tub- faſt, and the diet. $4 

Timan. Hang thee, monſter! 0 | 

Alc. Pardon him, ſweet Timandrs'; for his wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in- his calimiries;— : 

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 

'The want whereof doth daily make revolt | 

In my penurious band: I have heard, and griev'd, 

How curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth,. "G1 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ſtates, - 


But for thy ſword and fortune, trod upon them, — 


Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Ac. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Limon. 
Tim. How doſt thou "BY an whom thou doſt 
trouble? 
I had rather be alone, 


5 Ale. 
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Alc. Why, fare thee well: 
Here 1 is ſome gold for thee. 

Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. | 

Ac. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap, — 

Tim, Warr'ſt thou *gainſt Athens? 

Alc. Ay, Timon, and have caule, 

Tim. The gods confound them all in my conquelt ; 

ang: * 

Thee after, when thou haſt conquer'd 

Ale. Why me, Timon ? | 

Tim. That, by killing of villains, thou waſt born 
To conquer my country, 
Put up thy gold; Go on, —here's gold, —go on; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er ſome high · vic'd city hang his poiſon 
In the ſick air: Let not thy ſword ſkip one: 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard, 
He is an uſurer: Strike m2 the counterfeit matron, 
It is her habit only that is honeſt, 
Herſelf's a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek. 
Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword ; for thoſe milk-paps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 
Set them down horrible traitors : ſpare not the babe, 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from fools exhauſt their mercy ; 
Think it is a baſtard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
And mince in ſans remorſe: Swear againſt objects; ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
Whoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor ſight of prieſts in holy veſtments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers : 
Make large confuſion ; and, thy fury ſpent, 
Confounded be thyſelf 1 Speak not, be gone. 


Ale. Haſt thou gold yet? I'll take the gold thou giv'ſt 


„ MG: - 
Not all thy counſel, | 
Tim. Doſt thou, or doſt thou not, heaven' 8 curſe upon 
thee! 
D  Phr« 
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Phr. and Timan. Give us ſome gold, good Timon: haſt 
thou more ? 
Tim. Enough to make a whore forſwear her trade, 
And to make whorce, a bawd. Hold up, you ſluts, 
| Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable, — 
Although, I know, you'll ſwear, terribly ſwear, 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heavenly agues, 
The immortal gods that hear you, ſpare your oaths, 
L' truſt to your conditions: be whores till ; | 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
Be ſtrong in whore, allure him, burn him up; 

Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, 

And be no turn-coats: Yet may your pains, ſix months, 

Be quite contrary : and thatch your poor thin roofs 

With burdens of the dead ; {ome that were hang'd, 

No matter : wear thers betray with them: whore 

ſtill ; 

Paint till a horſe may mire upon your face, 

A pox of wrinkles ! 
Phr. and Timan. Well, more gold; —what then? 

Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Conſumptions ſow 

In hollow bones of man; ſtrike their ſharp ſhins, 

And fnar men's ſpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more falſe title plead, | 
Nor ſound his quillets fhrilly: hoar the flamen, 

That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 

And not believes himſelf: down with the noſe, 

Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 

Of him, that is particular to foreſee, 


Smells from the general weal: make curl'd- -pate 3 Z 


bald; 
And let the unſcarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive ſome pain from you: Plague all 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The ſource of all erection. There's more gold. 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all! 
Phy. and Timan, More counſel, with more money, 
bountcous Timon. 
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Tim. More whore, more miſchief firſt ; I have given 
you earneſt, | 
Alc. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Fareyel, 
Timon; 
If I thrivewell, Pl viſit thee again, 
Tim, If T hope well, III never ſee thee more. 
Alc. 1 never did thee harm. 
Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſt well of me. 
Alc. Call'ſt thou fl harm? 
Tim. Men daily find it. 
Get thee away, and take thy beagles with thee. 
Alc. We but offend him. —Strike. 


Drum beats. Exeunt ALcis ADES, 
PuRYNIA, and TimaAnpRrA, 


Tim, [ Digging. J That nature, being ſick of man's un- 
kindneſs, 

Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou 
Whoſe womb unmeaſureable, and infinite breaſt, 
Teems, and feeds all; whoſe ſelf-ſame mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm, 
With all the abhorred births below criſp heaven, 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth ſhine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human ſons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root! 
Enſear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears; 
Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled manſion all above 
Never preſented !—O, a root, —dear thanks! 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquoriſh draughts, 
And morſels unCtuous, greaſes his pure mind, 
That from it all conſideration lips ! 


Enter APEMANTUS. 
More man ? Plague ! plague ! 
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Apem. I am directed hither : Men report, 
| Thou doſt affect my manners, and doſt uſe them. 
Tim. Tis then. becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate : Conſumption catch thee ! 5 
Adem. This is in thee a nature but affected; 9 
A poor unmanly melancholy, ſprung 9 
From change ot fortune. Why this ſpade! ? this place? 
This ſlave like habit? and theſe looks of care? 
Thy flatterers yet wear ilk, drink wine, lie ſoft ; 
Hug thcir diſeas'd perfumes, - and have forgot 
That ever Timon was, Shame not theſe woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
Be thou a flatterer now, and ſeek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt obſerve, 
Blow eff thy cap; praiſe his moſt vicious ſtrain, 
And call it excellent: ] hou waſt told thus; 
Thou gav'ſt thine ears, like tapſters, that bid welcome, 2 
To knaves, and all approachers : : 'Tis moſt juſt, = 
That thou turn raſcal ; hadit thou wealth again, | = 
Raſcals ſhould have't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 5 
Tim. Were | like thee, I'd throw away myſelf. 4 
Apem. Thou haſt caſt away thyſelf, being like thyſelf; - 
A madman ſo long, now a fool; What, think'(t E 
That the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, | 1 
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Will put thy ſhirt on warm ? will theſe moiſt trees, 
That have out- liv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 
And ſkip when thou point'ſt out? will the cold brook, 1 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taſte —_ 
To cure thy o er. night s ſurfeit? Call the creatures, — 4 
Whoie naked natures live in all the ſpight_ | 4 
Of wreakful heaven; whoſe bare unhouſed trunks, 
To the conflicting elements expos'd, 
Anſwer mere nature, —bid them flatter thee ; 
O] thou ſhalt find 
Tim. A fool of thee : Depart, 
Apem. 1 love thee better now than eber I did. 
Tim. I hate thee worſe. 
Apem. Why? 
Tim. Thou flatter'ſt miſery, 


2 9 1 
8H 


With favour never claſp'd ; but bred a dog. 


The ſweet degrees that this brief world affords 


. 
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Thy nature did commence in ſufferance, time | 


Muſt be thy ſubje& ; who in ſpight, put ſtuff 
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Adem. I flatter not; but ſay, you are a caitiff, 
Tim. Why doſt thou {eek me out? 
Adem. To vex thee, 
Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Doſt pleaſe thyſelf in't? 
Apem. Ay. 
Tim. What ! a knave too? 
Apem. If thou did'ſt put chis ſour cold habit on 


Jo caſtigate thy pride, 'twere well: but thou 
Doſt it entorcedly ; thou'dſt courtier be again, 


Wert thou not beggar. Willing miſery 
Out-lives incertain pomp, is crown'd before: 
The one is filling ſtill, never complete; 
The other, at high wiſh : Bur ſtate, contentleſs, 
Hath a diſtracted and moſt wretched being, 
Worſe than the worſt, content. 
Thou ſhould'ſt deſire to die, being miſerable, 
Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miſerable. 
Thou art a ſlave, whom fortune's tender arm 8 


Had'ſt thou, like us, from our firſt ſwath, proceeded 


To ſuch as may the paſſive drugs of it 

Freely command, thou would'ſt have plung'd thyſelf 
In general riot; melted down thy youth 

In different beds of luſt ; and never learn'd 

The icy precepis of relpect, but follow'd 

The ſugar'd game before thee, But myſelf, 

Who had the world as my confettionary ; 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men, 
At duty, more than I could frame employment 
(That numberleſs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 

Do on the oak, have with one winter's bruſh 

Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 

For every ſtorm that blows) ; I to bear this, 

That never knew but better. i is ſome burden : | N 


Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhould'ſt thou hate men ? 
They never flatter'd thee : what haſt thou given? 
If thou wilt curſe, thy father, that poor rag, 
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To ome ſhe beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary, Hence! be gone! 
If thou hadſt not been born the worſt of men, 
Thou hadſt been a knave, and flatterer. 
Apem. Art thou proud yet? 
Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 
Apem. I, that I was no prodigal. 
Tim. I, that I am one now : 
Were all the wealth I have, ſhut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it, Get thee gone.— 
That the whole life of Athens were in this! 
Thus would I eat it. [ Eating @ Root. 
Apem. Here; I will mend thy feaſt. 
[Offering him ſomething, 
Tim. Firſt mend my company, take away thyſelf. 
Apem, So I ſhall mend my own, by the lack of thine, 
Tim. *Tis not well mended fo, it is but botch'd ; 
If not, I would it were. 
Apem. What wouldſt thou have to Athens ? 
Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt, 
Tell them there J have gold; look, ſo I have. 
hem, Here is no uſe for gold, 
Tim. The beſt, and trueſt: 
For here it ſleeps, and does no hired harm, 
Apem. Where ly'ſt o'nights Timon? 
Tim. Under that's above me. | 
Where feed'ſt thou o days, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Where my Ao finds meat; or, rather, 
where I eat it. 
Tim. . poiſon were obedient, and knew my 
mind ! 
 Abem. Where wouldſt thou ſend it? 
Tim. To ſauce thy diſhes, 
Apem. The middle of humanity thou never knewelt, but 
* extremity of both ends: When thou waſt in thy gilt, 
and thy perfume, they mock'd thee for too much curioſi- 
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ty; in thy rags thou knoweſt none, but art defpis'd for I 


the eontrary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it. 
Tim. On what Þ hate, I feed not. 
Apem. Doſt hate a medlar ? 
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im. Ay, though it look like thee. | 
Apem. An thou haſt hated medlars ſooner, thou 
ſhould'ſt have loved thyſelf better now. What man did(t 
thou ever know unthrift, that was belov'd after his means? 
Tim. Who, without thoſe means thou talk'ſt of, didſt 
thou ever know belov'd? 

 Apem. Myſelf, 

Tim. I underſtand thee; thou bad ſome means to keep 
ad 

p What things i in the world canſt thou neareſt com- 
pare to thy flatterers? 

Tim. Women, neareſt; but men, men are the things 
themſelves, What would'ſt thou do with the world, 
Apemantus, it it lay in thy power? 

Apem. Give it the beaſts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Wouldſt thou have thyſelf fall in the confuſion 
of men, and remain a beaſt with the beaſts ? 

Apem. Ay, Timon, | es 

Tim. A beaſtly ambition, which the gods grant thee to 
attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox would beguile thee : 
if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee; if thou 
wert the fox, the lion would ſuſpect thee, when, perad- 
venture, thou wert accus'd by the aſs: if thou wert 
the aſs, thy dulneſs would torment thee ; and ſtill thou 
liv'dſt but as a breakfaſt to the wolf: f- thou wert the 
wolf, thy greedineſs would affli& thee, and oft thou 
ſhould'ſt hazard thy life for thy dinner: wert thou the uni- 
corn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and make 
thine ownſelf the conqueſt of thy fury: wert thou a bear, 
thou wouldſt be kill'd by the horſe ; wert thou a horſe, 
thou wouldſt be ſeiz'd by the leopard ; wert thou a leo- 
pard, thou wert german to the lion, and the ſpots of thy 
kindred were jurors on thy liſe: all thy ſafety were remo- 
tion ; and thy defence, abſence, What beaſt couldſt thou 
be, that were not ſubject to a beaſt? and what 3 
beaſt art thou already, and ſeelt not thy loſs in transfor- 
mation? 


Apem, If thou couldſt _ me with yu: to mo, 
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ell beat thee,— but I ſhould infect my hands. 
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thou might'ſt have hit upon it here : The commonwealth 1 
of Athens is become a foreſt of beaſts. | E 
Tim. How has the aſs broke the wall, that thou art out 1 
of the city? E 
Apem. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter. The 
plague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catch it, ü 
and give way : When I know not what elſe to do, I'll fe = 
Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou ſnalt 
be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than Ape. 
mantus. 3z 
Apem, Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 2 
Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to ſpit upon, A 
_ plague on thee ! is 
Adem. Thou art too bad to curſe ! 
Tim. All villains, that do ſtand by thee, are pure. | 
Adem. There is no leproſy, but what thou [peak f. 
Tim. If I name thee,— 


Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off! 5 
Tim. Away, thou iſſue of a mangy dog! = 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ; j 4 
I ſwoon to ſee thee. 
Adem. Would thou wouldſt burſt 5 
Tim. Away. 
Thou tedious rogue! I am Gay, I ſhall loſe 
A ſtone by thee. 
Apem, Beaſt ! 
Tim. Slave! 
Adem. Toad ! 
Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue ! 
APEMANTUsS retreats backward, as going. 
J am fick of this falſe world; and will love nought 
But even the mere neceſſities upon it. 
Then, Timon, preſently prepare thy grave; 
Lie where the light foam of the ſea may beat 
Thy grave- ſtone daily: make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou ſweet king Killer, and dear divorce 
[ Looking on the Guld, 
Twixt 
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*Twixt natural ſon and fire ! thou bright defiler 

Of Hymen's pureſt bed! thou valiant Mars! 

Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow 


That lies on Dian's lap! thou vifible god, 


That ſolder'ſt cloſe . 
And mak'ſt them kiſs ! that ſpeak'ſt with . tongue, 


To every purpole ! O thou touch of hearts ! 


Think, thy flave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts 


May have the world in empire ! ; 

Apem. Would *twere fo ;— 
But not *till I am dead !— [I'll a9 dow haſt gold 
Thou wilt be ev to ſhortly. 

Tim. TO to ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, I pr 'ythee. 

Apem. Live, and love thy miſery ! 

Tim. Long live ſo, and fo die -] am quit. 

[Exit APEMANTUS. 

More things like men? Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 


Enter Thieves. 


I Thie. Where ſhould he have this gold? It is ſome 
poor fragment, ſome ſlender ort of his remainder: The 
mere want of gold, and the falling - from of his friends, drove 
him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief. It is nois'd, he hath a maſs of treaſure. 

Thie. Let us make the aſſay upon him; if he care 
not for't, he will ſupply us eaſily 3 if he covetoully reſerve 
it, how ſhall's get it? 

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him, tis hid. 

1 Thief. Is not this he ? | 

MI. Where? 

2 Thief. Tis his deſcription. 

3 Thief, He; I know him. 

All. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim, Now, thieves ? 

All. Soldiers, not thieves. 
Tim, Both too; and women's ſons, 


— — — — . —— 


56 TIMON OF ATHENS, 


thou might'ſt have hit upon it here : The commonwealth 
of Athens is become a foreſt of beaſts. 


Tim. How has the aſs broke the wall, that thou art out 
of the city ? 


Apem. Yonder comes a poet, and a | painter, The 
plague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catch it, 


and give way: When I know not what elſe to do, yl ſee 


thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou ſhalt 
be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than Ape- 
mantus. 

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to ſpit upon, A 
plague on thee ! 

Apem. Thou art too bad to curſe ! 

Tim. All villains, that do ſtand by thee, are pure. 


Aßpem. There is no leproſy, but what thou ſpeak'ſt. 
Tim. If I name thee,— 


I'll beat thee,— but I ſhould infect my hands. 


Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off ! 
Tim. Away, thou iſſue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ; 


I ſwoon to ſee thee. | / 


Adem. Would thou wouldſt burſt ! 
Tim. Away, 
Thou tedious rogue ! I am his, I ſhall loſe 
A ſtone by thee. 
Apem. Beaſt ! 
Tim. Slave! 
Abem. Toad ! 
Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue ! 
APEMANTUS retreats backward, as going. 
I am fick of this falſe world; and will love nought 
But even the mere neceſſities upon it. 
Then, Timon, preſently prepare thy grave; 
Lie where the light foam of the ſea may beat 
Thy grave- ſtone daily: make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou ſweet Bag Killer, and dear divorce 
| [ Looking on the Gall 
Twixt 
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*Pwixt natural ſon and fire! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureſt bed ! thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow 
That lies on Dian's lap! thou viſible god, 
That ſolder'ſt cloſe impoſſibilities, 
And mak'ſt them Kkifs ! that ſpeak'ſt with every onus, 
To every purpole ! O thou touch of hearts! 
Think, thy ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts 
May have the world in empire! 
Apem, Would 'twere fo ;— 
But not *till I am dead !— I'll ſay, hs haſt us 
Thou wilt be throng'd to ſhortly. 
Tim. N 0-7: --- 
Apem. Ay. 
Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee. 
Apem. Live, and love thy miſery! 
Tim. Long live ſo, and ſo die ] am quit, 
[Exit APEMANTUS. 
More things like men ?—Eat, Timon, and abhor thera. 


Enter Thieves, 


I Thief. Where ſhould he have this gold? It is ſome 
poor fragment, ſome ſlender ort of his remainder : The 
mere want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends, drove 
him into this melancholy. | 

2 Thief. It is nois'd, he hath a maſs of treaſure. 

3 Thief. Let us make the aſſay upon him; if he care 
not for't, he will ſupply us eaſily ; if he covetoully reſerve 
it, how ſhall's oct it ? 

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him, tis hid. 

1 Thief. Is not this he ? 
Aal. Where? 
2 Thief. Tis his deſcription. 
"1 3 Thief. He; I know him. 
All. Save thee, Timon. 
Tim. Now, thieves ? 
All. Soldiers, not thieves. 
Tim, Both too; and women's ſons, 


4 
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All. We are not thieves, but men that much do want. 
Tim, Your greateſt want is, you want much of meat, 
Why ſhould you want ? Behold, the earth hath roots ; 
Within this mile break forth an hundred ſprings: 
The oaks bear maſt, the briers ſcarlet hips ; 
The bouatious huſwife, nature, on each buſh 
Lays her full meſs before you. Want? why want? 
1 Thief. We cannot live on graſs, on berries, water, 
As beaſts, and birds, and fiſhes. | 
Tim. Nor on the beaſts themſelves, the birds, and 
fiſhes ; 
You muſt eat men. Yet thanks I muſt you con, 
That you are thieves profeſt ; that you work not 
In holier ſhapes : for there is boundleſs theft 
In limitcd profeſſions. Raſcal thieves, 
Here's gold: Go, fuck the ſubtle blood o'the grape, 
Till the high fever ſeeth your blood to froth, 
And ſo *ſcape hanging: truſt not the phyfician ; 
His antidotes are poiſon, and he lays 
More than you rob: take wealth and lives together; 
Do villainy, do, ſince you profeſs to do't, 
Like workmen : I'll example you with thievery. 
The ſun's a thick, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vaſt ſea; the moon's an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire the ſnatches from the ſun ; 3 
The ſeas a thief, whoſe liquid ſurge reſolves 
The moon into ſalt tears; the earth's a thief, 
That teeds and breeds by a compoſture ſtolen 
From general excrement : each thing's a thief ; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck'd.theft, Love not yourſelves; away; 
Rob one another. There's more gold: Cut throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go, 
Break open ſhops; nothing can you ſteal, 
But thieves do loſe it : Steal not leſs, for this 
I give you; and gold confound you howſoever 
Amen. DLExit. 
3 Thief. He has almoſt charm'd me from my profeſſion, 
by perſuading me to it. 


1 7, bief. 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus ad- 
| viſes 
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viſes 1 us; not to have us thrive in our myſtery. 


2 Thief. I'll believe him as an enemy, and give over my 
trade. 


1 Thief, Let us firſt ſee peace in Athens; There is no 


time ſo miſerable, but a man may be true. [ Exeunt, 


e . 
SCENE I. The JVeods, and TIMON's Cave. 


Enter Fiavius, 


Flavius, 


YOu gods! 
Is yon deſpis'd and ruinous man my lord? 
Full of decay and failing? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evily beſtow'd! 
What an alteration of honour has 
Deſperate want made ! 
What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 
Who can bring nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends ! 
How rarely does it meet with this time's guiſe, 
When man has wiſh'd to love his enemies : 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 

Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that do ! 
He has caught me in his eye: I will preſent 
My honeſt grief unto him; and, as my lord, 
Still ſerye him with my life. —My deareſt Maſter! ! 


'TIMON comes forward from his Cave. 


Tim. Away! what art thou? 

Flav. Have you forgot me, ſir? 

Tim. Why doſt aſk that? I have forgot all men; 
Then, if thou grant t thou art a man, I have 
Forgot thee. 

Flav. An honeſt poor ſervant of yours. 

Tim. Then I know thee not: 
I ne'er had honeſt man about me, I; all 
I kept were knaves, to ſerve in meat to villains, 2 
av, 
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Flav. The gods are witneſs, 
Ne'er did poor ſteward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 
Tim. What, doſt thou weep ? - come nearer ; — 
then 1 love thee, 
Becauſe thou art a woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Flinty mankind ; whoſe eyes do never give, : 7 
But thorongh luſt, and laughter, , Pity's ſleeping : i 
Strange times, that wp with laughing, not with weep- 6 
ing a 
Flay. I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
To accept my grief, and,whilſt this poor wealth laſts, 
To entertain me as your ſteward ſtill. [2 
Tim. Had I a ſteward | PC” 4 
So true, ſo juſt, and now ſo com fortable? 1 
It almoſt turns my dangerous nature wild. 
Let me behold thy face. — Surely, this man 4 
Was born of woman. — By 
Forgive my general and exceptleſs raſhneſs, 
Perpetual-ſober gods ! I do proclaim 1 
One honeſt man,. — miſtake me not. But one; | | 
No more, I pray,—and he is a ſeward,— | 
How fain-would I have hated all mankind, F 
And thou redeem'ſt thyſelf : But all, fave thee, | 
I fell with curſes. 
Methipks, thou art more honelk now, than wiſe; 
For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, 2 
Thou might'ſt have ſooner got another ſervice : | 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond maſters, : 
Upon their firſt lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muſt ever doubt, though ne'er fo ſure). 
Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous, 
If not a uſuring kindneſs ;. and as rich men deal gifts, 1 
ExpeCting in return twenty for one? . 
Flav. No, my moſt worthy maſter, in whoſe breaſt 1 
Doubt and ſuſpect, alas, are plac'd too late: . 
You ſhould have fear'd falſe times, when you did feaſt : 3 
Suſpect ſtill comes where an eſtate is leaſt. 
That which 1 ſhew, heaven knows, is merely love, 
Duty and zeal to your unmatchea mind, 
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Eare of your food and living: and, believe it, 
My moſt honour'd lord, 
For any benefit that points to me, 
Either in hope, or preſent, l'd exchange it 
For this one wiſh, That you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich yourſelf. 
Tim. Look thee, tis fo !—thou ſingle honeſt man, 
Here, take :—the gods out of my miſery 
Have ſent thee treaſure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus condition'd ; Thou ſhalt build from men; 
Hate all, curſe all: new charity to none; | 
But let the famiſh'd ticſh ſlide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'ſt to men; let priſons ſwallow 'em, 
Debts wither 'em to nothing: Be men like blaſted woods, 
And may diſeaſes lick up their falſe bloods ! ! 
And ſo, farewel, and thrive. 
Flav. O, let me itay, and comfort you, my maſter, 
Tim. It thou har'ſt curſes, 
Stay not; but fly, whilſt thou art bleſt and free: 
Ne'er ſee thou man, and let me ne'er fee thee, 
+ x CExeunt ſeverally. 


8 C E N E II. The ſame. 
Enter POET, and PAINTER. 


Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be far where 


ne abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of Tay ? Does the rumour 
hold for true, that he is fo full of gold? 

Pain. Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia and 


Timandra had gold of him: he likewiſe enrich'd poor 


ſtrapgling ſoldiers with great quantity: Tis ſaid, he gave 
his ſteward a mighty ſum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a try for 
his friends ? 

Pain. Nothing elſe : you ſhall ſee him a palm i in Athens 
again, and flouriſh with the higheſt. Therefore, 'tis not 
amiſs, we tender our loves to him, in this ſuppos'd diſ- 


treſs of his: it will ſhew honeſtly in us; and is very likely 


to 


— 22 n — 2 8 —— — 5 
n a. Re . 22 5 4 — — hy 
_ — — — — — — bo ks 
IC EI — ML GC ED In. — — 


8 
B 


5 


— > On 


2 — 


— ” g -2 "y . 
"Eun —— —— 
5 TC 


a 


—— 


To thee be worſhip ! and thy ſaints for aye 
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to load our purpoſes with what they travel for, if it be 2 


juſt and true report that goes of his having. 
Poet. What have you now to preſent unto him? 


— 


Pain. Nothing at this time but my viſitation: only I. 


will promiſe him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I muſt ſerve him ſo too; tell him of an intent that's 
coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the beſt. Promiſing is the very air o' the 
time; it opens the eyes of expectation: performance is 
erer the duller for his act; and, but in the plainer and 


ſimpler kind of people, the deed of ſaying is quite out of 


uſe. To promiſe is moſt courtly and faſhionable : per- 
formance is a kind of will, or teftament, which argues a 
great ſickneſs in his judgment that makes it. 


Re-enter T1iMON from his Cave, unſeen, 


Tim, Excellent workman ! Thou canſt not paint a man 


ſo bad as thyſelf. 


Poet. IJ am thinking, what I ſhall ſay I have provided for 
him: It muſt be a perſonating of himſelf: a ſatire againſt 


the ſoftneſs of proſperity ; with a diſcovery of the infinite 
flatteries, that follow youth and opulency. 


Tim. Muſt thou needs ſtand for a villain in thine own 
work? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men? Do 


ſo, I have gold for thee, 


Poet. Nay, let's ſeek him : 
Then do we fin againſt our own eſtate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Pain. True ; 
Whea the day ſerves, before black-corner'd night, 
Find what thou want K by ey: and offer d light. 
Come.” 
Tim. I'll meet you at the turn. What a god's gold, 
That he is worſhipp'd in a baſer temple, 
Than where ſwine feed! 


Tis thou that rigg'ſt the bark, and plow'ſt the foam; 
dettleſt admired reverence in a ſlave: 
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Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
Fit I meet them. 
Poet. Hail! worthy Timon. 
Pain, Our late noble maſter. 
Tim. Have I once liv'd to ſee two honeſt men? 
Poet. Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty taſted, 
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off, 
W hoſe thankleſs natures—O abhorred ſpirits ! 
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough— 
What : to you! 
Whoſe ſtar like nobleneſs gave life and influence 
To their whole being! 1am rapt, and cannot cover 
The monſtrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any ſize of words. 
Tim, Letit go naked, men may ſee't the better : : 
You, that are honeſt, by being what you are, 
Make them beſt ſeen, and known. 
Pain. He, and myſelf, 
Have travell'd in ing great ſhower of your gifts, 
And ſweetly felt it. 
Tim. Ay, you are honeſt men. : 
Pain, We are hither come to offer you our ſervice. 


Tim. Moſt honeſt men! Why, how ſhall I requite 


you ? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 
Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you ſervice. 
Tim. You are honeſt men! You have heard that 1 
have gold; 
I am ſure, you have: ſpeak truth : you are honeſt men, - 
Pain. So it is faid, my noble lord: but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I 
Tim. Good honeſt men :—Thou draw'ſt a counterfeit 
Beſt in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the beſt ; 
Thou counterfeit'ſt moſt lively. 
- Pain. So, ſo, my lord. 
Tim. Even fo, fir, as I ſay :—And, for thy fiction, 


[To the Poet. | 


Why, thy verſe ſwells with ſtuff ſs fine aud ſmooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art, — 5 
But, 
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1 muſt needs fay, you have a little tault : 


Marry, tis not monſtrous in you; neither wiſh I, 
You take much pains to mend. 
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But, for all this, my honeſt-natur'd friends, . 


Both. Befeech your honour 
To make it known to us. 
Tim. You'll take it ill. 
Both. Moſt thankfully my lord. 
Tim. Will you, indeed? 
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 
Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but truſts a knave, 


That mightily deceives you. 


Both. Do we, my lord? 

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, ſee him Jiſſemble, 
Know his groſs patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keep in your boſom : yet remain aſſur'd, 
That he's a made-up villain. 

Pain, I know none ſuch, my lord, 

Poet. Nor I. 


Tim. Look you, I love you well; Ill give you 


gold, 5 
Rid me theſe villains from your companies: 
Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in a draught, 
Confound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 


I'll give you gold enough. 


Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them. 
Tim. You that way, and you this.—But two in com- 
pany.— . N 
Each man apart, —all ſingle, and alone. 


Vet an arch-villain keeps him company.— 


If, where thou art, two villains ſhall not be, 
[ To the Painter, 
Come not near him.—If thou wouldſt not reſide 
[To the Poet. 
But ww one vital 1 is, then him abandon.— 
Hence! Pack ! there's gold, ye came for gold, ye ſlaves: 
You have work for me, there is payment: Hence! 


You are an alchymiſt, make gold of that :— 


Out, raſcal dogs! Exit, beating and driving themout. 
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SCENE III. 
Enter FLAvius, and two Senators. 


Fav. It is in vain that you would ſpeak with Timon; 
For he is ſet ſo only to himſelf, 
That nothing, but himſelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 
1 Sen. Bring as to his cave: 
It is our part, and promiſe to the Athenians, 
To {peak with Timon. 
2 Sen. At all times alike 


Men are not ſtill the ſame : Twas time, and griefs, 


That fram'd him thus: time, with his fairer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him : Bring us to Him, 
And chance it as it may. 

Flav. Here is his cave, — 
Peace and content be here! lord Timon! Timon! 
Look out, fand ſpeak to friends: The Athenians, 
By two of their moſt reverend ſenate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 1 


Enter Timox. 


Tim. Thou ſun that comfort'ſt, burn speak, and be 
hang'd ! 
For each true word, a bliſter, and each falſe 
Be as a cauterizing to the root o' the tongue, 
Conſuming it with ſpeaking ! 
1 Sen. Worthy Timon, — 
Tim. Of none bur ſuch as you, and you of Timon, 
2 Sen. The ſenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 


Tim, I thank them; and would fend them back the. 


plague, 
Could I but catch it for them. 
1 Sen, O, forget 
What we are ſorry for ourſelves in | thee. 
The ſenators, with the conſent of love, 
Entreat the back to Athens ; who have thought 
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I cannot chooſe but tell bim, that care not, 
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On ſpecial dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy beſt uſe and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confeſs, 
Toward thee, forgetfnlneſs too general, 'profs : 
And now the publick bod y,——which doth ſeldom 
Play the recanter,—feezling in itſelf 7 
A lack of Timon's aid, hath ſenſe withal 
Of its own fall, reſtraining aid to Timon; 
And ſends forth us, to make their ſorrowed render, 
Togeiher with a recompence more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, even ſuch heaps and ſums of love and wealth, 
As ſhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tim, You witch me in it; 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears: $ 


Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 


And I'll beweep theſe comforts, worthy ſenators, 

1 Sen. Therefore, ſo pleaſe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take 
The captainſhip, thou ſhall be met with thanks, 


Allow'd with abſolute power, and thy good name 


Live with authority; ſo ſoon ſhall we drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ; 
Who, like a boar too ſavage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 
2 Sen. And ſhakes his threat'ning ſword 


_ Againſt the walls of Athens, 


I Sen. Therefore, Timon, — 

Tim. Well, fir, I will ; therefore I will, fir ; Thus,— 
If. Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That—Timon cares not. But if he fack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 
Giviog our holy virgins to the ſtain 
Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd war ; 


Then let him know, —and, tell him, Timon ſpeaks it, 


In pity of our aged, and our youth, 


And 
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And let him take't at worſt ; for their knives care not, 
While you have throats to anſwer : for myſelf, 
There's not a Whittle in the unruly camp, 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend'ſt throat in Athens, So I leave you 
To the protection of the . gods, 
As thieves to keepers. 
Flav, Stay not, all's in vain. 
im. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 
It will be ſeen to-morrow ; My long ſickneſs 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ſtill ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 1 
And laſt ſo long enough ! 
1 Sen. We ſpeak in vain, 
Tim. But yet I love my country ; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 
1 Sen. That's well ſpoke, 
Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 
1 Hen. Theſe words become your lipsas they paſs through 
them. 
2 Sen. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 
Tim. Commend me to them; 
And tell them, that, to eaſe them of their griefs, 
Their fears of hoſtile ſtrokes, their aches, loſſes, 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragil veſſel doth ſuſtain _ 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will ſome kindneſs do them ;— 
I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 
2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again, 
Tim, I have a tree, which grows here in my cloſe, 


That mine own uſe invites me to cut down, 


And ſhortly muſt I fell it; Tell my friends, 

Tell Athens, in the ſequence of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that whoſo pleaſe 
To ſtop affliction, let him take his haſte, 

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 
And hang himſelf : pray you, do my greeting. 
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Flav. Trouble him no further,thus you ſtill ſhall find him, 
Tim. Come not to me again : but ſay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlaſting manſion 
Upon the beached verge of the ſalt flood, 
Which once a day with his emboſſed froth 
The turbulent ſarge ſhall cover ; thither come, 
And let my grave ſtone be your oracle,— 
Lips, let ſour words go by, and language end: 
What is amiſs, plague and infection mend! 
Graves only be men's works; and death, their gain! 
Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign. 
[Exit Timon, 
1 Sen. His diſcontents are unremovably 


Coupled to nature. 


2 Sen. Our hope in man is dead: let us return, 


And ſtrain what other means is left unto us 


In our dear peril. 


1 Sen. It requires ſwift foot. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. The Tall of Athens. 
Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 


1 Sen. Thou haft painfully diſcover'd ; are his files 
As full as thy report ? : - 
Mes. J have ſpoke the leaſt : 


' Beſides, his expedition promiſes 


Preſent approach. 
2 Sen, We ſtand much hazard If they bring not Timon. 
Mes. 1 met a courier, one my ancient friend; — 

Who, though in general part we were oppos'd, 


Vet our old love made a particular force, 


And made us ſpeak like friends; this man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, 

With letters of entreaty. which imported 

His fellow ſhip i' the cauſe againſt ou city, 

In part for his ſake mov'd. 


Enter 
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Enter the other Senators. 


1 Sen Here come our brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect. 
The enemies drum is heard, and fear ful ſcouring 

Doth choke the air with duſt: In, and prepur ; 

Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the ſnare. [Exeunt. 


N — 
— FILE 


SCENE v. Changes to the Weds. 
Enter a Soldier, ſeeking T 1MON. 


Sol. By all deſcription, this ſhould be the place. 
Who's here? ſpeak, ho No anſwer? — What is this? 
Timon is dead, who hath out- ſtretch d his ſpan: 
Some beaſt read this; there does not live a man. 
Dead, ſure; and this his grave. What's on this tomb ? 
I cannot read; the character 1*ll take with wax; 
Our captain bath in every figure ſkill; 
An ag'd interpreter, though young in days : 
Before proud Athens he's ſet down by this, 
Whole fall the mark of his ambition is. ©. Exe 


„ 


SCENE VI. © Diffs the Walls of Athens, 
Trumpets ſound. Enter ALCI1BIADES, With his Pawers. 


Ale. Sound to this coward and laſcivious town 
Our terrible approach, 

[Sound a Parley, The Senators appear pon the Malls. 
Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the ti:ue 
With all licentious meaſure, making you; wills 
The ſcope of juſtice ; *till now, myielf and ſuch 
As ſlept within the ſhadow ot your Power, 
Have wander with our traverſt arms, and breath'd 
Our ſufferance vainly: Now the time is fluſh, 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer ſtrong, 
Cries, of itſelf, No more: now breathleſs wrong a 

| Shall 


— 
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Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of eaſe ; 
And purſy inſolence ſhall break his wind, 
With fear, and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. Noble and young, 
When thy firſt griefs were but a mere conceit, 
Ere thou hadſt power, or we have cauſe to fear, 
We ſent to thee; to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitudes with loves 


Above their quantity. 


2 Hen. So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city's love, 
By humble meſſage, and by promiſed means; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deſerve 
The common ſtroke of war. 

I Sen. Theſe walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv'd your griefs : nor are they ſuch, 


That theſe preat towers, trophies, and ſchools ſhould fall 


For private faults in them. 

2 Sen, Nor are they living, 
Who were the motives that you firſt went out; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in exceſs 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 
Into our city with thy banners ſpread : 
By decimation, and a tithed death 
(If thy revenges hunger for that food, 


Which nature loaths), take thou the deſtin'd tenth ; 


And by the hazard of the ſpotted die, 
Let die the ſpotted. 
1 Sen. All have not offended ; 
For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare, to take, 


On thoſe that are, revenges; crimes, like lands, 


Are not inherited. Then dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thoſe kin, 
Which in the bluſter of thy wrath, muſt fall 
With thoſe that have offended : like a ſhepherd 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 
But kill not altogether. 
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2 Sen. What thou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy ſmile, 
Than hew to't with thy ſword. 

I Sen. Set but thy foot | 
Againſt our rampir'd gates, and they ſhall ope ; 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, 
To ſay thou'lt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove, 
Or any token of thine honour elſe, 
That thou wilt uſe the wars as thy redreſs, 
And not as our confuſion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, 'till we 
Have ſeal'd thy full deſire. 

Alc, Then there's my glove ; 


Deſcend, and open your uncharged ports: 


Thoſe enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 
Whom you yourſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more : and,—to atone your fears 
With my noble meaning, not a man 
Shall paſs his quarter, or offend the ſtream 
Of regular juſtice in your city's bounds, _ 
But ſhall be remedy'd by your public laws 
At heavielt anſwer. Ba, 

Both. Tis molt noble ſpoken. 

Alc. Deſcend, and keep your words. 


Enter a Soldier. 


Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o' the fea : : 
And, on his grave-ſtone, this inſculpture; which 
With wax 1 brought away, whoſe ſoft impreſſion 
Interpreteth for my poor ignorance. 


FALCIBIADES reads the Epitaph.) 


Here lies wretched corſe, of wretched foul bereft: 
Seek not my name ; A plague conſume you wicked cat! 


F 
ys 1 Here 
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Here lie J Timon; who, alive, all living men did hate: 
Paſs by, and curſe thy fill ; but paſs, and flay not here thy 
gait, | 


Theſe well expreſs in thee thy latter ſpirits : 
Though thou abhor'dit in us our human griefs, 
Scorn'dſt our brain's flow, and thoſe our droplets which | 


From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
_ Tanght thee to make vaſt Neptune weep for aye 


On thy low grave.—On :—Faults forgiven, —-Dead 7 
Is noble Timon; of whoſe memory 


 Hereafter more.—Briog me into your city, 


And I will uſe the olive with my ſword : 
Make war breed peace ; make peace ſtint war ; make each 
Preſcribe to other, as each other's leach.— 


Let our drums ſtrike. [Exeunt, 


THE ENDs 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 
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PRIAM, 

HEcTOR 

TRolLus, 

TAN, 
EIPHOBUS, 3 

HELENus, fFTyajans. 

#ENEAS, | 

PANDARUS, 

CALCHAS, | A 

ANTENOR, | | 

MARGARELON, 4 Baſtard Son of Priam, 2 

AGAMEMNON, } F 
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WOMEN. 


HELEN, Vie to Menelaus. : 
ANDROMACHE, fe to Hector. 1 
CAss AN DRA, Daughter to Priam, a Propheteſt. 
CxESss IDA, Daughter to Calchas. 
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ALEXANDER, Creſſida's Servant. 
- Boy, Page to Troilus, 
Servant-to Diomedes. 


Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other Attendants. 


Sckxk, Troy, and the Grecian Camp befor it. 5 


E 
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mY — — 2 3 8 * 3 25 — 
f 1. 
8 CEN EI. Troy. PRTAM's Palace. 
Enter PANDARUS and TROILUS. 


77 2 


(ALL here my varlet, I'll unarm again: 
Why ſhould I war without the walls of Troy, 
1 hat find ſuch cruel war here within? 
Each Trojan that is maſter of his heart, 

Let him to field; Troilus, alas! hath none. 

Pan. Will this gear ne'er be mended ? 

Troi. The Greeks are ſtrong, and ſkilful. to theit 

ſtrength, 

Fierce to their ik Il, and to heir fiereeneſs valiant; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than ſleep, fonder than ignorance z » 
Lets valiant than the virgin in the night, 
And ſKill-leſs as unprastis'd infanc 

Pan, Well, I have told you enough of this: for thy 
part, PI1 not meddle nor make no ſuf her. He that Will 
haye a cake out cf the wheat muſt tarry the grinding. 

Troi. Have I not tarry” d? 


Pan. Ay, che grinding; but you muſt tarry the boult- 
ing. 


Toi. Still have! tarry'd. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening : but here's yet in the 
word — hereafter, the kncading, the making of the cake, 
the heating of che oven, aud the baking ; nay, you muit 
ſtay cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lips. 

Troi. Patience herſelf, what goddeſs eber the be. 
Dorn leſfer blench at ſufferance chan I do. 

At Priam's royal table do 1 fit 3 


- And when fair Crefid comes into my thoughits, — 


So, traitor when the comes — When is the N 
Pan. Well, ine loch d yelter-night fairer than ever 
Law her look, or any woman elte, 8 2 
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Tre. I was about to tell thee,—When my heart, 

As wedged with a ſigh, would rive in twain ; 
Leſt Hector or my father ſhould perceive me, 

| have (as when the fun doth light a ſtorm) 
Bury'd this ſigh in wrinkle of a ſmile: 

But ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſs, 
Is like that mirth fate turns to ſudden ſadneſs. 

Pan. An her hair were not ſomewhat darker than 
Helen's (well, go to,) there were no more compariſon 
between the women,—But, for my part, ſhe is my kinſ- 
woman; I would not, as they term it, praiſe her, But 
i would ſomebody had heard her talk yeſterday, as I did. 
J will not diſpraiſe your ſiſter Caſſandra's wit: but 

Troi. O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus,— 
When I do tell thee, There my hopes lie drown'd, 
reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell N am mad 
In Creſſid's love: Thou anſwer'ſt, She is fair; 
Pour'ſt in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her check, her gait; her voice 
Handleft in thy diſcourſe: 0 that her hand! 

In whoſe compariſon all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach ; to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 
The cygnet's down is harſh, and ſpirit of ſenſe 

Hard as the palm of ploughman ! 1 his thou tell'ſt me, 
As true thou tell'ſt me, when I ſay I love her; 

But faying thus, inſtead of oil and balm, 

Thov lay'ſt in every gaſh that love hath given me 
The knife that made it, 

Pan. I ſpeak no more than truth. 

Troi. Thou doſt not ſpeak ſo much. . 
Pan. *Faith, Ill not meddle in't. Let her be as ſhe 

is: if ſhe be fair, tis the better for her; an the be not, 
ſhe has the mends in her own hands, 
Toi. Good Pandarus! How now, Pandarus ? 5 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel: ill-thought 
on of her, and ill- thought en of you: gone between and 
between, but ſmall thanks for my labour: 

Troi. What, art thou AST" Pandarus? what with 
me ? 

Pan, Becauſe ſhe is kin to me, therefore ſhe's not ſo 
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fair as Helen: an ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe would be 

as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what care 

I; I care not, an ſhe were a black-a-moor ; tis all one to 

me. ; 5 Lok 
Troi. Say I ſhe is not fair? 


Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's 4 


fool to ſtay behind her father; let her to the Greeks ; 
and fo [11 tell her the next time 1 fee her: for my patt, 


Pl meddle nor make no more in the matter. 
Troi. Pandarus— 
P an. Not I. 


roi. Sweet Pandarus— 


Pan. Pray you, ſpeak no more to me ; I will leave all 


as I found it, and there's an end. [Exit PANDARUS. 

8 | Sou''d Alarum. 

Toi. Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude 
| ſounds | : 


Fools on both ſides ! Helen muſt needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument ; 

It is too ſtarv'd a ſubject for my ſword. 

But Pandarus—O gods, how do you plague me 
I cannot come to Creſſid but by Pandar ; 

And he's as reachy to be woo'd to woo, 

As ſhe is ſtubborn-chaſe againſt all ſuit. 

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 

What Crefhid is, what Pandar, and what we? 
Her bed is India; there ſhe lies, a pearl: 
Between our Illium, and where ſhe reſides, 

Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourſelf the merchant ; and this failing Pandar 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 


[Alarum.] Enter EXE As. 


Ene. How now, prince Troilus? wherefore not afield? 
Tra. Becauſe not there: This woman's anſwer forts, 
For womaniſh it is to be from thence. 
What news, Eneas, from the field, to-night? 
ne. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
Trot. By whom, Aneas ? | 
Ene, I roilus, by Menelaus. B 3 


oh: rods. - 


y 
4 
1 
.4 
3 
1 
i, 
FY 
4 
1 
of 
0 
£ 
4 
"os 
i 
7 
i 
i 8 
us 1 
uy 
4 of 
: : 
| ' 
+8 
«1 if 
bo 
N 4 
"3018 
10 k 
6 i# * 
4 
8 
FN 
1 
; 
o | 
+6 
It 
— 
n 
: * 
ty 
+ 
4% 
3 
1 
3 7 
1 
LM 
\ 
ft 
BY 
\ 
vs 
T1. 
1 
1 
1 
1 
"4 
* &Y 
'F 
T4 
2 
+ 
* 
7 
« 
1.» 
P 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


6  TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, 


Paris is gor'd with Menelaus' horn. I QAlarum. 


par ticular additions; he is as valia: it as the lion, churliih . - 


Troi. Let Paris bleed: 'tis but a ſcar to ſcorn; 


Ane. Hark! what good ſport is out of town to-day ! 

Troi. Better at home, if would might were may.— 
But, to the ſport abroad ;—Are you bound thither ? 

xe. In all ſwift haſte. 

Troi. Come, go we then together. [ Excunt, 


* 
8 * 
X — — 


SCENE II. A Street. 
Enter CRESSIDA, and ALEXANDER her Servant. 


Cre. Who were thoſe went by? 

Serv. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 

Cre. And whither go they ? 

Serv. Up to the eaſtern tower, 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the vale, 
To lee the battle. Hector, whoſe patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix'd, to-day was mov'd: 
He chid Andromache. and ſtruck his armourer 
And, like as there were huſbandry in war, 
Before the {un roſe, he was harneſs'd light, 
And to the field goes he; where every flower 
Did as a prophet, weep what it foreſaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Cre. What was his cauſe of anger? 

Serv. The noiſe goes, this: "There is among the 

Greeks 

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; ; 
They call him Ajax | 

Cre. Good: ai, what of him ? 

Serv. They lay he is a very man per ſe, 
And ſtands alone. 
Cre. So do all men; unleſs they are drunk, ſick, or 


ave no legs. 


S This man, lady, ach robb'd many beaſts of their 


as the bear, flow as the elephant: a man into whom na- 
ture hach fo crowded humours, that his valour is cruſhed 
into folly, his folly. auced with diſcretion z there is no 
man hach a virtue that h. hath not a glimpſe of; nor any 


man an attaint, but he carries ſome ſtain of it: He! is me- 
lancholy wirnout cauſe, and merry againſt the hair ; He 


— 
2 


Hector, 
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hath the joint of every thing; but every thing ſo out of 


joint, that he is a gouty Briarius, many hands and no ule; 
or purblinded Argus, all eyes and no light. 


Cre. But how ſhould this man, that makes me * : 


make Hector angry ? 


Serv. They ſay, he yeſterday cop'd Hector in the battle, 
and ſtruck him down; the diſdain and ſhame whereof 


hath ever ſince kept Hector faſting and waking. 


Enter PAN DARVs. 


Ce. Who comes here? 
Serv. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 
Cre. Hector's a gallant man, 
Serv. As may be in the world, lady, 
Pan. What's that? what's that? 
Cre. Good-morrow, uncle Pandarus. 
Pan. Good moraow, couſin Creſſid: What do you 


talk of?—Good morrow, Alexander. — How do you, 


couſin? When were you at [lium ? 
Cre. This morning, uncle. 
Pan, What were you talking of, when came? 


Was Hector arm'd, and gone, ere ye came to Ilium? 


Helen was not up, was ſne? 

Cre. Hector was gone; but Helen was not up. 

Pan, E'en ſo; Hector was ſtirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry? 

Cre. So he ſays here. 

Pan. True, he was ſo; I know the cauſe too ; he'll 
lay about him to-day, I can tell them that: and there's 
Froilus will not come far behind him; let them take 
heed of Troilus; I can tell them that too. 

Gre. What, is he angry too: 

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man of the 
two, 

Cre. O, Jupiter ! there's no compariſon. | 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do 
you know a man, if you ſee him? 

Cre. Ay; if I ever ſaw him before, and knew him, 

Pan. Well, I ſay, Troilus is Troilus. | 

Cre, Then You lay as I ia £ ; for, I am ſure, hg is not 
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Pan. No, nor He Kor is not Troilus, in ſome degrees. 

Cre. *Tis juſt to each of them; he is himſelf. 

Pan. Himſclf? Alas, poor Troilus | I would he 
Were. | 

Cre. So he is. 

Pan. — Condition, I had gone bare- foot to India. 

Cre. He is not Hector. 
Pan. Himſelf? no, he's not himſelf.» Would a' were 
himſelf, Well, the gods are above: Time muſt friend, 


or end: Well, Troilus, well,-I would my heart were 
in her body No, Hector is not a better man Man 


T roilus. 

Cre. Excuſe me, 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other's not come tot; you ſhall tell me an- 
other tale, when the other's come to't. Hector {hall not 


have his wit this year. 


Cre. He ſhall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

. Cr 6. No matter . 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cre. *T would not become him, his owns better. 
Pan. You have no judgment, niece: Helen herſelf 


ſwore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown favour (for 
ſo tis, I muit conte els) Not brown neither. 


- Cre. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith, to ſay truth, brown uy not brown. 

Cre. To ay the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cre. Why, Paris hath low enough. 

Pan. So he has. | 

Cre. Then Troilus ſhould have too much: if he pratsd 
him above, his complexion is higher than his; he having 
colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a praiſe 
for a good complexion. | had as lieve Helen's golden 


tongue had commended Troilus for a copper noſe. 
Pan. I ſwear to you, I think, Helen loves him better 


than Paris 
Cre. Then ſhe's a merry _ indeed, 
Pan. N mT I am ſure ſhe She came to him the 
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| other day into the compaſs'd window,—and, you know, 
be has not paſt three or four hairs on his chin. 
Ez Cre. Indeed, a tapſter's arithmetic may ſoon bring his 
particulars thereinto a total. N 
Pan. Why, he is very young: and yet will he, with- 
in three pound, lift as much as his brother Hector. 
Cre. Is he ſo young a man, and fo old a lifter ! 
Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him; — he 
came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin. 
Cre. Juno have mercy How came it cloyven? 
Pan. Why, you know, 'cis dimpled I think his ſmil- 
ing becomes him better than any man in all 8 | 
Cre. O, he ſmiles valiantly. 
Pan. Does he not? 
Cre. O, yes; an 'twere a cloud in autumn, | 
5 Pan. Why, go to then: But, to prove to you that 
AAAielen loves I roilus ——_—_ 
| Cre. Troilus will ſtand to the proof, if you'll prove it ſo. 
Pan, T roilus! why, he eſteems her no more than I 
efteem an addle egg. 
Cre. If you love an addle egg as well as you love an 
idle head, you would eat chickens i' the ſhell. 
| Pan, I cannot chuſe but laugh to think how ſhe 
£3 tickled his chin; Indeed, ſhe has a marvellous White 
1 hand, I muſt confeſs. 
® | Cre. Without the rack. 
| Pan. And ſhe takes upon her to ſpy a white hair on 
his chin, 
NJ Cre. Alas, poor chin! many a wart is richer, 
"2 Pan. But, there was ſuch laughing ! Queen Hecut a 
3 Hlaugh'd, that her eyes run oer. 
Cre. With mill-ſtones. 
Pan. And Caſlandra laugh'd. 
Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the pot 10 i 
her eyes; — Did her eyes run o'er too? 
Pan. And Hector laugh'd. 
Cre. At what was all this laughing ? | 
Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen ſpied on 
Troilus' chin. 
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Pan. They laugh'd not ſo much at the hair, as at his > 
pretty anſwer, 8 | 4 
Cre. What was his anſwer? _- 
Pan. Quoth ſhe, Here's but one-and fifty-hairs on your 
chin, and one of them is u hit:. | 
Cre. This is her queſtion, | [4 
Pan. That's true; make no queſtion of that. One- 
and-fiiy hairs, quoth he, and one white ! That white hair 
is my father, and all the reſt are his ſons. Jupiter! quoth Rt 
ſhe, which of theſe hairs is Paris, my huſband ? The forked | 
one, quoth he; pluck it out, and give it him. But, there 
was ſuch laughing! and Helen fo bluſh'd, and Paris fo 


chaf'd, and all the reſt fo laugh'd, that it paſs'd. a - 
Cre. So let it now; for it has been a great while going 
by. | ; | ; 
Pan. Well, couſin, I told you a thing yeſterday; think 4 


ont, 
Cre. So I do. | „ 1 
Pan. I'll be ſworn, *tis true; he will weep you, an 
*twere a man born in April.- l Sound a Retreat. 


Cre. And F'll ſpring up in his tears, an *twere a nettle 2 
againſt Max. „ 5 
Pian. Hark, they are coming from the field: Shall we 5 
ſtand up here, and ſee them as they paſs toward Ilium? I 
good niece, do; ſweet niece Creiſida. 2 4 


Cre. At your pleaſure, 7 N - 

Pan, Here, here, here's an excellent place; here we 
may fee moſt bravely; I'Il tell you them all by their 
names, as they paſs by; but mark Troilus above the reſt, | f 
| AN EAs paſſes over the Stage, -M 
Cre. Speak not ſo loud. | 
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Pan. That's Aneas ; Is not that a brave man? he's 

| one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you: But mark 
B Troilus: you ſhall fee anon. POS TOR 1 
Cre. Who's that ? 3 1 
5 1 ANTENOR paſſes over. L 
| Pian. That's Antenor ; he has a ſhrew'd wit, I can tel] 


you; and he's a man good enough: he's one o' the found- 
ett judgment it Troy, whoſoever; and a proper man of 
| perſon: When comes Troilus ?—Pl] ſhew you Troilus 

| | anon; if he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. 


4 'TROILUS AND cRESSIDA. tx 


Ce. Will he give you the nod? 
Pan. You ſhall ſee. 
Se. If he do the rich ſhall have more. 


HecToR paſſeth over. 


Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that: There's 
a fellow Go thy way, Hector; There's a brave man, 
: niece, O brave Hector l- Look, how he looks! there's 
3 A countenance: Is't not a brave man? 
1 Cre. O, a brave man! 

Pan. is a' not? It does a man's heart 88 
ou, what hacks are on in his helmet? look you yonder, 

Jo you ſee? look you there! There's no jeſting ; laying 
1 on; take't off who will, as they ſay: there be hacks 
FT Gre Be thoſe with {words ? 
Paris paſſes over. 


Pan. Swords | any thing, he cares not: an the devil 
come to him, it's all one : By god's lid, it does one's heart 
* good Vonder comes Paris, vonder comes Paris look 
vou yonder, niece: Is't not a gallant man too, is' t not ?— 
Z Why, this is brave now.— Who ſaid he came home hurt 
to-day ? he's not hurt: why, this will do Helen's heart 
good now. Ha! would I could ſee Trojlus now !—you 
{hall ſee Troilus anon. 
Gre, Who's that ? 8 


"> 


HELENUS paſſes ober. 


Pan. That's Helenus,—I marvel, where Troilus is; 
bat s Helenus ;—1 think he went not forth to-day : : 

hat's Helenus. 

Ce. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 

Pan. Helenus ? no z—yes, he'll fight indifferent well : 
—1 marvel where Troilus is !—Hark ! do you not hear 
the people cry Troilus! Helenus is a prieſt. 

Cre, What ſneaking fellow comes yonder ? ? 


TROIL us paſſes over. 


Han. Where? yonder ? that's Deiphobus : ?Tis Troi- 
us] there's a man, niece |——Hem Brave Troilus! 
the prince of chivalry! 
Cre. Peace, for ſhame, peace! 1 


— P — — _ — — — 
— — . — — r 


— — > 


PFC 
r by L 4 — 
i = 


— 


— — —ẽ— — 2 — 


41 

"kN 

2 

- L 
v 71 
bi 

1 » 

N 

n 

F 

1 

" vs 

* 

* 4 
7 


— 


12  __TROILUS AND eRESSIDA. 


— 


Pan. Mark him; note him; — O brave Troilus !--look 
well upon him, niece; look you, how his ſword is 
bloody'd, and his helm more hack'd than Hector's: And 
how he looks, and how he goes ! =O admirable youth; 
he ne'er ſaw three-and-twenty. Go thy way, T roilus, go 
thy way; had I a ſiſter were a grace, or a daughter a god- 

deſs, he ſhould take his choice. O admirable man] Pa- 
ris !—Paris is dirt to him; and, I warrant, Helen, to 
change, would give an eye to boot, 


Enter Soldiers, &c. 
Cre. Here come more. 


Pan. Aſſes, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, chaff and bran! 


1 after meat! I could live and die i' the eyes of 
roilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look ; the eagles are gone; 
crows and daws, crows and daws ! J had rather be ſuch a 
man as T roilus than Agamemnon and all Greece. 
Cre. There is among the Greeks Achilles; a better 
man than Troilus. 
Pan. Achilles! a dray man, a porter, a very camel. 
JJ 5 
Pan, Well, well — Why have you any diſcretion? 
have you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? Is not 
birth, beauty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, learn- 


F 


the ſpice and falt that ſeaſon a man? 


Cre. Ay, a minc'd man: and then to be bak'd with no 


date in the pye, — for then the man's date is out. 


Pan. You are ſuch a woman ! one knows not at what 


ward you lie, | 1 8 
Cre. Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon my 
wit, to defend my wiles; upon my ſecrecy, to defend 
mine honeſty; my maſk, to defend my beauty; and you, 
to defend all theſe: and at all theſe wards J lie, at a 
thouſand watches.  _ ny e 
Pan. Say one of your watches. 
the chiefeſt of chem too: if I cannot ward what I would 
not have hit, I can watch you for telling how J took the 
blow; unleſs it ſwell paſt hiding, and then it is paſt 
matching, [115 ane Bo 


ing, gentleneſs, virtue, youth, liberality, and ſuch like, 


Cre. Nay, I'Il watch you for that; and that's one of. 
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Enter TRolLus' Boy. | 

Boy. Sir, my lord would inſtantly ſpeak with you, 
Pan. Where ? | 
Boy. At your own houſe ; there he unarms him. 
Pan. Good boy, tell him I come [ Exit Boy]. I doubt 

he be hurt. —Fare ye well, good niece, _- 
W 
Pan. I'll be with you, niece, by and by. 

Cre. To bring, uncle, 3 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cre. By the ſame token you are a bawd. — 

5 [ Exit PANDARUS, 

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full ſacrifice, 
He offers in another's enterprize: 
But more in Troilus thouſand fold I ſee 
Than in the glaſs of Pandar's praiſe may be; 
Yet hold I of Women are angels, wooingz 
Things won are done, joy's foul lies in the doing: 
That ſhe. belov'd knows nought, that knows not this,—. 
Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is'; 
That ſhe was never yet, that ever knew 
Love got ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue: 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach. 
Atchievement is command; ungain'd, beſeech: 
Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of that ſhall from mine eyes appear. Exit. 


3 ah tho. 


SCENE III. The Grecian Camp. 
| Trumpets, Enter AGAMEMNON, NESTOR, UT rsszs, 
| MENELAUS, with others. £3 N 

Aga. Princes, Fs | 

What grief hath ſet the jaundice on your cheeks ? 

The ample propoſition, that hope makes 

In all deſigns begun on earth below, ah 

Fails in the promis'd largeneſs: checks and difafter 

Grow in the veins of actions higheſt rear dj 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting fap, 

Infect the ſound pine, and divert his grain, 

Tortive and errant, from his courſe of growth, 
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Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 
That we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe fo far, 
That, after feven years? ſiege, yet Troy walls ſtand; 

Sith every action that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 

Bias and thwart, not anſwering the aim, 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gav't ſurmiſed ſhape. Why then, you princes, 

Do you with cheeks abaſh'd behold our works; 

And think them ſhames, which are, indeed, nought elſe 

But the protractive trials of great Jove, 

To find perſiſtive conſtancy in men? 

The fineneſs of which metal is not found x 
In fortune's love: for then, the bold and coward, 1 


The wiſe and fool, the artiſt and unread, 
The hard and ſoft, ſeem all affin'd and kin: : 
But, in the wind and tetnpeſt of her frown, 
_ Diſtinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 
And what hath maſs, or matter, by itſelf 
Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Ny. With due obſervance of thy godlike tive, 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 


Thy lateſt words. In the reproof of chance . 
Lies the true proof of men: The ſea being ſmooth, 1 
How many ſhallow bauble-boats dare fail L 


Upon her patient breaſt,- making their way 
With thoſe of nobler bulk? 

But let the ruffian Boreas once engage 

The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 

The ſtrong- ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut, 

Bounding Between the two moiſt elements, 

Like Perſeus horſe: Where's then the ſaucy boat, 

W hoſe weak, untimber'd ſides but even now 

_ Co-rivall'd greatneſs? either to harbour fled, 

Or made a toaſt for Neptune. Even ſo 

Doth valour's ſhew, and valour's worth, divide 

In ſtorms of fortune: For, in her ray and genes, 

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize, 

Than by the tyger: but when ſplitting winds 
Make flexible the knees of knotted. oaks, - 
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And flies flee under ſhade, Why, then, the thing of c:u- 
rage, _” 
As 0 rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 
And with an accent tun'd in ſelf-ſame key, 
Returns to chiding fortune. 
D. Agamemnon, — ' 5 
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, ſoul and only ſpirit, 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be ſhut up, — hear what Ulyſles ſpeaks, 
Beſides the applauſe and approbation, 
The which, - moſt mighty for thy place and ſway,— 
[To AGAMEMNON, 
And thou, moſt reverend for thy ſtretch'd-out life, — 
Ip e ee. 
I give to both your ſpeeches, - which were ſuch, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in braſs; and ſuch again, 
As venerable Neſtor, hatch'd in filver, _ 
Should with a bond of air (ſtrong as the axle-tree 
On which heaven rides) knit all the Greekiſh ears 
To his experienc'd tongue,—yet let it pleaſe both, — 
Thou great, —and wiſe,—to hear Ulyſſes ſpeak. 
Aga. Speak, prince of Ithaca! and be't of leſs expect 
That matter needleſs, of importleſs burden, 
Divide thy lips; than, we are confident, 
When rank Therſites opes his maſtiff jaws, 
We ſhall hear muſic, wit, and oracle. 
CU. Troy, yet upon her baſis, had been down, 
And the great Hector ſword had lack'd a maſter, 
But for theſe inſtances. 
The ſpeciality of rule hath been neglected; 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do ſtand 
Hollow upon this plain, ſo many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive, 
To whom the foragers ſhall all repair. 
What honey is expected? Degree being vizarded 
The unworthieſt ſhews as fairly in the maſk. | 
The heavens themſelves, the planets, and this centre, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, l . 
Inſiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 
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Degrees in ſchools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable ſhores, 


Should lift their boſoms 1 * than the ſhores 
And makea ſop of all this 


And, laſt, eat up himſelf. Great Agamemnon, 
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Office, and cuſtom, in all line of order : 

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble emin-nce entnron'd and ſpher'd 

Amidſt the other; whoſe med'cinal eye 

Corres the ill aſpes of planets evil, 

And poſts, like the commandment of a king, _ 
Sans check, to good and bad; But, when the planets, 
In evil mixture, todiforder wander, | 
What plagues, and what portents; what mutiny ? 
What raging of the ſea? thaking of earth! 
Commotion in the winds ? frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of ſtate | 

Quite from their fixtura? O! when degree is ſhak'd, 
Which is the ladder to all high deſigns, 

The enterprize is ſick | How could communities, 
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The primogenitive and due of birth, _ 1 
Prerogative of age, crowns, ſceptres, laurels, 4} 
But by degree, ſtand in authentic place? . = 
Take but degree away, untune that ſtring, 4 
And, hark, what diſcord follows! each thing meets = 


In meer oppugnancy : The bounded waters 

| olid globe: 

Strength ſhould be lord of imbecility, 

And the rude fon ſhould ſtrike his father dead: 

Force ſhould be right; or, rather, right and wrong 
Between whoſe endleſs jar juſtice reſides) 5 

Should loſe their names, and ſo ſhould juſtice too. 

Then every thing includes itſelf in power, 

Power into will, will into appetite 

And appetite an univerfal wolt, 

So doubly ſeconded with will and power, 

Muſt make, perforce, an univerſal prey, 


— 4 £ ob FED . 0 - 7 * # -. or * 
1. ß h/hſ : BER Eo . 
r! . .... v . ³ AAA... ĩðK// aL ders kts 


This chaos, when degree is ſuffocate, 
Follows the choking. | 

And this neglection of degree it is, 

That by a pace backward, with a purpoſe 
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It hath to climb: The general's diſdain'd 
By him one ſtep below ; he, by the next; 
That next, by him beneath: fo every ſtep, 
Exampled by the firſt pace that is ſick 

Of his ſuperior grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodleſs emulation: 


% 


And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 
Not her own ſinews. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in our weakneſs ſtands, not in her ſtrength, 
NMeſt. Moſt wiſely hath Ulyſſes here diſcover'd 
The fever whereof all our power is ſick. | 


„ = 


* * 


| Aga. The nature of the ſickneſs found, Ulyſles, | 1 
W hat is the remedy? _ 3 9 
} C. The great Achilles, —whom opinion crowns 8 


The ſinew and the forehand of our hoſt, — 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our deſigns : Wich him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day - - 5 
Breaks ſcurril jeſts; 5 
And with ridiculous and aukward action 
(Which, flanderer, he imitation calls) 
He pageants us. Sometime great Agamemnon, 
Thy topleſs deputation he puts on; 
And, like a ſtrutting player, - whoſe conceit 
Lies in his ham- ſtring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and ſound 
Twixt his ſtretch'd footing and the ſcaftoldage, 
Such to-be pitied, and o'er=ceſted ſeeming, 
He acts thy greatneſs in: and when he ſpeaks, 
'Tis like a chime a mending; with terms unſquar'd, 
Which, from the tongue of roaring T'yphon drop'd, 
Would ſeem hyperboles. At this fuſty tuft, 1 
The large Achilles, on his preſs'd bed lolling, 
1 F rom his deep cheſt laughs out a loud applauſe ; 9 
=_ Cries— Excellent fis Agamemnon juſt | TS ( 


No play me Neſtor; — hem, and ſtroke thy beard, 
As he, being Areſt to ſome oration. 

That's done; as near as the extremeſt ends 

Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife; 8 
Yet good Achiles ſtill cries, Excellent? "ha 
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*Tis Nefor right! Now play him me, Patraclus, 


Arming to anſwer in a night alarm. | 
And then, forſooth, the faint defects of age 
Muſt be the ſcene of mirth ; to cough and ſpit, 
And with a palſy-fumbling on his gorget, 
Shake in and out the rivet ;——and at this ſport 
Sir Valour dies; O :—enough, Patroclus | 
Or give me ribs of ſteel ! I. ſhall ſplit all 

In pleaſure of my ſpleen! And in this faſhion, 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 
deverals and generals of grace exact, 
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 
Succeſs, or loſs, what is, or is not, ſerves 


As {tuft for theſe two to make paradoxes. 


Neſt. And in the imitation of theſe twain 
(Whom, as Ulyſſes ſays, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice) many are infect. 
Ajax is grown ſelf-will'd; and bears his head L 


In ſuch a rein, in full as proud a place 


As broad Achilles: keeps his tent like him; 
Makes factious feaſts; rails on our ſtate of war 


Hold as an oracle: and ſets Therſites 


(A ſlave, whoſe gall coins ſlanders like a mint) 


Jo match us in compariſons with dirt; 


To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 
How rank ſoever rounded in with danger. 

Ul. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice; 
Count wiſdom as no member of the war ; 
Foreſtal preſcience, and eſteem no act 
But that of hand: the ftill and mental parts. 
That do contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike, 
When fitneſs calls them on; and know, by meaſure 
Of their obſervant toil, the enemy's weight, — 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity ; 
They call this—bed-work, mappery, cloſet-war: 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 
For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 


They place before his hand that made the engine; 


Or thoſe, that with the fineneſs of their fouls 
By reaſon guide his execution. 


* 
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Mſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horſe 
Makes many Thetis' ſons. [Trumpet ſounds. 


Aga. What trumpet? look, Menelaus. 
Men. From Troy. 


Enter EN EAs. 


Aa. What would you ' fore our tent ? 

Ene. Is this great Agamemnon's tent, I pray you? 
Aa. Even this, 5 
Ane. May one, that is a herald, and a prince, 

Do a fair meſſage to his kingly ears? 

3 Aga. With ſurety ſtronger than Achilles' arm 

Pore all the Greekiſh heads, which with one voice 

Call Agamemnon head and general. Fs 

Ane. Fair leave and large ſecurity, How may 

A ſtranger to thoſe moſt imperial looks N 

Eno them from eyes of other mortals? 

. Aga. How? | 

"2 nc. I aik, that I might waken reverence, 

And bid the cheek be ready with a bluſh 

3X Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 

The youthful Phoebus : 

Which is that god in office, guiding men? 

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Aga. This Trojan ſcorns us; or the men of Troy 

"XX Are ceremonious courtiers, CER 

Ene. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd, 

As bending angels; that's their fame in peace: 

But when they would ſeem ſoldiers, they have galls, 

Good arms, ſtrong joints, true ſwords; and, Jove's ac- 

= | cord, EE 

Nothing ſo full of heart. But peace, Æneas, 

Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips! 

The worthineſs of praiſe diſtains his worth, 

If that the prais'd himſelf bring the praiſe forth: 

But what the repining enemy commends, 

That breath fame blows; that praiſe, ſole pure, tran- 
ſcends. e 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourſelf Æneas? 

ne. Ay, Greek, tha: is my name. 

Aga. What's your affair, I pray you? 0-2 
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Ane. Sir, pardon ; *tis for Agamemnon's ears. 
Ass. Ae hears nought privately that comes from Troy. 
ne. Nor I from T roy come not to whiſper him: 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear; | 
To ſet his ſenſe on the attentive bent, 
And then to ſpeak. 
Aga. Speak frankly as the wind; 
It is not Agamemnon's ſleeping hour: 
That thou ſhalt know, Trojan, he is awake 
He tells thee ſo himſelf. 
Ane. Trumpet, blow loud, 
Send thy braſs voice through all theſe lazy tents ;— 
And every Greek mettle, let him know, | 
What Troy means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke aloud. 
[ Trumpets ſound, 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Tro 
A prince called Hector, Priam is his father, 
W ho in this dull and long-continu'd truce 
Is ruſty grown; he bade me take a trumpet, | 
And to this purpoſe ſpeak. Kings, princes, lords ! 
If there be one, among the fair'it of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his eaſe; 
hat ſeeks his praiſe more than he fears his peril; 
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear; 
That loves his miſtreſs more than in confeſſion 
(Vita truant vows to her own lips he loves), 
And Care avow her beauty, and her worth, 
In other arms than hers,—to him this challenge. 
Her, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his beſt to do it: 
He hath a lady, wiſer, fairer, truer,” 
Than ever Greek did compaſs in his arms; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rouſe a Grecian that is true in love: 
If any come, Hector ſhall honour him; 
If none, hel fay in Troy, when he retires, 
Ihe Grecian dames are ſun-burn'd, and not worth 
The iplinter of a lance, Even 0 much. 
ga. This ſhall be told our lovers, lord Eneas; 3 
IF none of them have ſoul in ſuch a kind, 
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We left them all at home: But we are ſoldiers; 

Arid may that foldier a mere recreant prove, 

That means not, hath not, or 1s not 1n love! 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector; if none elſe, I am he. 
Neſt. Tell him of Neſtor, one that yras a man _— 

When Hector's grandſire fuck'd : He is old now; _ 

But, if there be not in our Grecian hoſt 

One noble man that hath one ſpark of fre 

To anſwer for his love, Pell him from me — 

III hide my ſilver beard in a gold beaver, 

And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn; 

And, meeting him, will tell him, That my lady 

Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaſte 

As may be in the world: His youth#in flood, | 

I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of blood. 0 

Ane. Now heavens forbid fuch ſcarcity of youth! = 220 

I. Amen. 4 

Aga. Fair lord Aneas, let me touch your hand; 

To our pavilion ſhall J lead you, fir. 

Achilles ſhall have word of this intent ; 

So ſhall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent: 

Yourſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a noble foe. 


| 
| 
| 


[ Excunt, 


Manent ULYSSES and NESTOR. 
V. Neſtor 

Neſi. What fays Ulyſſes? 

U. J have a young conception in my brain, 
Be you my time to bring it ſome ſhape. 
Net What is't? 

C This *tis : | | 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots: The ſeeded pride JF 
That hath to its maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, - 1 
Or, ſhedding, breed a nurſery of like evil, 

To over-bulk us all. 8 

Net. Well, and how ? | 

Ul. This challenge that the gallant HeRor ſends, 
However it is ſpread in general name, 


Relates in purpole only to Achilles, Oo 3 
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That ever Hector and Achilles meet; 
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Ne. The purpoſe is perſpicuous even as ſubſtance, 
W hoſe groſſneſs little characters ſum up: | 
And, in the publication, make no ſtrain, 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, though, Apollo knows, 
'Tis dry enough, —will with great ſpeed of judgment, 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpoſe 
Pointing on him. 5 
Us//. And wake him to the anſwer, think you? 
My. Ves, tis moſt meet: Whom may you elſe op- 
25 ole, „ 
That can From Hector bring thoſe honours off, 
If not Achilles? Though't be a ſportful combat, 
Yet in this trial much opinion dwells ; 
For here the Trojan taſte our dear'ſt repute 
With their fin'{t palate: And truſt to me, Ulyſſes, 
Our imputation ſhall be oddly pois'd 
In this wild action: for the ſucceſs, 
Although particular, ſhall give a ſcantling 
Of good or bad unto the general; 


And in ſuch indexes, although ſmall pricks 


To their ſubſequent volumes, there is ſeen 

The baby figure of the giant maſs 

Of things to come at large. It is ſuppos'd, 

He, that meets Hector, iſſues from our choice: 

And choice, being mutual act of all our ſouls, 

Makes merit her election; and doth boil, 

As twere from forth us all, a man diftilÞd 

Out of our virtues; who miſcarrying, | 

What heart reccives from hence a conqu'ring part, 

To ſteel a ſtrong opinion to themſelves ? 

Which entertain'd, limbs are in his inſtruments, 

In no leſs working, than are ſwords and bows 

Directive by the limbs. „ | 
Y, Give pardon to my ſpeech ; 

Therefore, 'tis meet Achilles meet not Hector. 

Let us, like merchants, ſnew our fouleſt wares, 

And think, perchance, they'll fell; if not, 

'The luſtre of the better ſhall exceed, 

By ſhewing the worſt firſt, Do not conſent, 


— 
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For both our honour and our ſhame, in this, 
Are dogg'd with two itrange followers. 
Neft. I 25 them not with my old eyes: What are 
they! 
UN. What glory our Achilles ſhares from Hector, 
Where he not proud, we all ſhould ſhare with him: 
But he already is too inſolent; 
And we were better parch in Afric ſun, 
Than in the pride and falt ſcorn of his eyes, 
Should he ſcape Hector fair: If he were foil'd, 
Why, then we did our main opinion cruſh 
In taint of our beſt man, No, make a lottery ; 
And, by device, let blockiſh Ajax draw 
The fort to fight with Hector: Among ourſelves, 
Give him allowance as the better man, 
For that will phyſic the great myrmidon, 
Who broils in loud applauſe; and make him fall 
His creſt, that prouder than blue Iris bends, 
If the dull, brainleſs Ajax come ſafe off, 
We'll dreſs him up in voices: if he fail, 
Yet go we under our opinion ſtill, 
That we have better men But, hit or miſs, 
Our project's life this ſhape of ſenſe aflumes,— 
Ajax, employ'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes. 
Neſt. Ulyiles, 
Now I begin to reliſh thy advice; 
And I will give a taſte of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon: go we to him ſtraight. 
Two curs {hall tame each other; Pride alone 
Muſt tarre the maſtiffs on, as twere their bone. ¶ Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. The Grecian Camp, 
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HERSITES 
Ther. Agamemnon—how if he had doils ? full, 
all over, gennerally? 
Har. Therſites C4 
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Ther. And theſe boils did run !—Say fo,——did not 


the general run then; were not that a botchy core ? 


Far. 1og—- 

Ther. Then there would come ſome matter from him; 
J ſee none now. 

Hjax. Thou bitch-wolf's ſon, 8055 thou not hear? 
Feel then. [Strikes him. 

Ther. The plague of Greece pon thee, thou mungrel 
beef-witted lord f 

4jax. Speak then, thou unſalted leaven, ſpeak: I will 
beat thee into handſomeneſs. 

Ther. I ſhall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſs : 
but, I think, thy horſe will ſooner con an oration, than 


thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canit ſtrike, 
canſt thou? a red murrain o' thy jade's tricks 


Hax. Toads-itool, learn me the proclamation. ä 

7 her, Doſt thou chink [ have no ſenſe, thou ſtrik'ſt me 
thus? e 

Hax. The proclamation — 

Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a fool, I think. 

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers itch. 

Ther. I would thou didſt itch from head to foot, and I 
had the ſcratching of thee; I would make thee the loath- 
ſomeſt ſcab in Greece. When thou art forth in the in- 


curſions, thou ſtrikeſt as flow as another. 


Hjax I ſay the proclamation — 
her. Thou grumbleſt and . every hour on 
A: hilles ; and thou art as full of envy at his greatneſs, as 
Cerberus is at Proſerpina's beauty, ay that thou bark'ſt at 


him. 


Ajax. Miſtreſs Therſites ; 

Ther, Thou ſhould'ſt ftrike him. 

Hax. Cobloaf! -—- 

Ther. He would pun thee into ſhivers with his fiſt, as 
a failor breaks a biſcuit. 

Ajax. You whoreſon cur | | [ Beating him. 

Ther. Do, do 

Hax. Thou ſtool for a witch! 

. Ther. Ay, do, do; thou ſodden witted lord! thou haſt 
no more brain than I have in my elbows; an. aflinego 
may tutor thee: "Thou ſcurvy valiant aſs! thou art here 


put to | thraſh Trojans ; and thou art 3 and ſold 
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among thoſe of any wit, like a barbarian ſlave. If thou 
uſe to beat me, I will vegin at thy heel, and tell what 
thou art 15 f thou thing of no bowels, thou! 
Ajax. Lou dog! 
| Ther. You ſcurvy lord! 
ax. You cur | [Beating him 
7 her. Mars his ideot ! do, rudeneſs; do, camel; da, do 


Enter ACHILLES and PAT ROCLUs. 


Achil. * Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you thus? 
How now, I heriites? what's the matter, man? 
Ther. You ſee him there, do you? 
Achil. Ay; what's the matter? 
Ther. Nay, look upon him. 
Achil. So 1 do : what's the matter ? 
Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 
Achil. Well, why 1 do ſo. 
Ther. But yet you look not well upon him: for, who- 
ſoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 
Achil. 1 know that, fool. 
Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himſelf. 
ax. Therefore | beat thee. - | 
Tuber. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters! 
his evaſions have ears thus long. I have bobb'd his brain 
more chan he has beat my bones: I will buy nine ſpar- 
rows for a penny, and his pia mater is not worth the ninth 


part of a ſparrow. This lord, Achilles, Ajax,—who 


wears his wit in his belly, and his guts in his head, —1 10 
tell you what I ſay of him, 

 - Achil, What? | 

Ther. I fay, this Ajax— 
Achil. Nay, good Ajax. 


wy 


[AJAX offers to flrike him, ACHILLES ante) __ 


Ther. Has not fo much wit 
Achil, Nay, I muit hold you. 


Ther, As will ſtop the eye of Helen' s needle, for whom 
he comes to fight. 


Achil. Peace, fool! 


Ther. I would have peace and TOY but the fool 


will not: he there; that he; look you there. 8 
| Ajax. O thou damned cur ! I ſhall / 


Achil, Will you ſet your wit to a fool's? 


” 
—— woe — 


% 
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were as good crack a fuſty nut with no kernel. 


agafterwards. 
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Ther: No, I warrant you ; for a fool's will ſhams i it. 
Patr. Good words, Therſites. 
Achil. What's the quarrel ? 

Ajax. I bid the vile owl go learn me the tenor of the 
proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. I ſerve thee not. 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I ſerve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your laſt ſervice was ſufferance, *'twas not vo- 
luntary; no man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was here 
the voluntary, and you as under an impreſs. 

Ther. Even ſo; a great deal of your wit too lies in 
your finews, or elſe there be liars. Hector ſhall have a 
great catch, if he knock out either of your brains; a' 


Achil, What, with me, too, Therſites. 

Ther. There's Ulyſſes and old Neſtor, —whoſe wit 
was mouldy ere your grandſires had nails on their toes, — 
yoke you like draught oxen, and make you * up the 
war. 

Achil. What, what? 

Ther. Ves, good ſooth: To Achilles! | to, Ajax! to— 

Fax, I ſhall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. 'T'is no matter; I ſhall ſpeak as much as hou, 


Pair. No more words, Therſites; peace. 
Ther, I will hold my peace when Achilles brach bids 
me, ſhall I? ® 
Achil. There's for you, Patroclus. | 
Ther. I will ſee you hang'd like clodpoles, ere I come 
any more to your tents; I will keep where there is wit 
ſtirring, and leave the faction of fools. Exit. 
Patr. A 4 arm riddance, 
Achil. wy this, fir, is proclaim'd through all our 
O - 
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the ſun, 
Will, with a trumpet, *twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call ſome knight to arms, 
That hatha ſtomach ; and ſuch a one, that dare 
Maintain—T know not what; *tis traſh : Farewell; 
Ajax. Farewell, Who ſhall anſwer him? 


/ 
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Acbil. I know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwiſe, 
He knew his man. e 
Hax. O, meaning you: — I'll go learn more of it. 
/ { Excunt. 


i a — _— A. _— —— — 
* , 


SCENE II. Troy. PRIAM's Palace. 


Enter PRI AM, HEC TOR, T'RoilUs, PARis, and 
HELENUs. 


Pri. After fo many hours, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, 
Thus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks ; 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elſe— 

As honour, iſs of time, travel, expence, 

Wounds, friends, and what elſe dear, that is conſum'd 

In hot digeſtion of this cormorant war — 

Shall be ſtruck off : Hector, what ſay you to't ? | 

Het. Though no man leſs fears the Greeks than I, 
As far as toucheth my particular, yet, 

Dread Priam, „ 

There is no lady of more ſofter bowels, 

More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of fear, 

More ready to cry out — ho knows what follotus? 

Than Hector is: The wound of peace is ſurety, 
Surety ſecure; but modeſt doubt is call'd 

The beacon of the wiſe, the tent that ſearches 

To the bottom of the worſt. Let Helen go: 

Since the firſt ſword was drawn about this queſtion, 
Every tithe ſoul, mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 

Flath been as dear as Helen; I mean, of ours: 
If we have loſt ſo many tenths of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours; not worth to us, 

Had it our name, the value of one ten; 

What merit's in that reaſon, which denies 

The yielding of her up? 

Troi, Fie, fie, my brother! EE 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 
So great as our dread father, in a ſcale IF 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters ſum 
The paſt proportion of his infinite ? 

And buckle-in a waiſt moſt fathomleſs, 
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With ſpans and inches ſo diminutive | 
As fears and reaſons ? fie, for godly ſhame! _ 

Hel. No marvel, though you bite ſo ſharp at reaſons, 
'You arc ſo empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great ſway of his affairs with reaſons, 
| Becauſe your ſpeech hath none, that tells him fo ? 

Troi. You are for dreams and ſlumbers, brother prieſt, 
You fur your gloves with reaſon, Here are your reaſons, 
You know, an enemy intends you harm; 

You know, a ſword employ'd is perilous, 

And reaſon flies the object of all harm: 

W ho marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his ſword, if he doſet 

The very wings of reaſon to his heels; 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, _ | 1 
Or like a ſtar dis-orb'd ? Nay, if we talk of reaſon, 
Let's ſhut our gates, and ſleep : Manhood and honour FT 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 

With this cramm'd reaſon: reaſon and reſpect 

Make livers pale, and luſty hood deject. n 

He#. Brother, ſhe is not worth what ſhe doth coſt Be 

The holding. 5 1 5 of ET: 
roi. What is ought, but as tis valu'd ? | 
Hef. But value dwells not in particular will; 

It holds his eſtimate and dignity 

As well wherein 'tis precious of itſelf, - 

As in the prizer : *tis mad idolatry, 

To make the ſervice greater than the god; 

And the will dotes, that is inclinable 

To what infectiouſly itſelf aftects, 

Without ſome image of the affected merit. 

Troi. | take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 

Two traded pilots *twixt the dangerous ſhores 

Of will and judgment: How may | avoid, 

Although my will diſtaſte what it elected, 

The wife 1 choſe ? there can be no evaſion © + 

To blench from this, and to ſtand firm by honour : | 
We turn not back the ſilks upon the merchant 

When we have ſoil'd them; nor the remainder viands 
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We do not throw in unreſpective ſieve, * 
Becauſe we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris ſhould do ſome vengeance on the Greeks : 
Vour breath of full conſent belly'd his fails; _ 
The ſeas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 
And did him ſervice : he touch'd the ports deſir'd: 

And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 
He brought a Grecian queen, whoſe youth and freſhneſs 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt : 
Is ſhe worth keeping? why ſhe is a pearl, 
Whoſe price hath launch'd above a thouſand ſhips, 
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants. == 

If you'll avouch, *twas wiſdom Paris went 

(As you muſt needs, for you all cry'd—Go, go), 

If you'll confeſs, he brought home noble prize, 

(As you muſt needs, for you all clapp'd your hands, 
And cry'd—Tneſtimable ) why do you now o@_ 
The iſſue of your proper wiſdoms rate; 

And do a deed that fortune never did, 

Beggar the eſtimation which you priz d 
Richer than ſea and land? O theft moſt baſe; 
That we have ſtolen what we do fear to keep! 
But thieves, unworthy of a thing ſo ſtolen, 

That in their country did them that diſgrace, 
Me fear to warant in our native place! 
Caf. [ Within.] Cry, Trogans, cry! 
Pri. What noiſe? what thriek is this? 
Troi. *Tis our mad ſiſter, 1 do know her voice. 
o [ Within.) Cry, Trojans |! 

ect. It is Calandra. 


Enter CASSANDRA raving. 


Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry? lend me ten thouſand eyes, 


And I will fill them up with prophetic tears. 
Hect. Peace, ſiſter, peace. 


* 


Caſ. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled eldere, 


Soft infancy, that nothing canſt but cry, 
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that maſs of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! praRiſe your eyes with tears! 


„ 
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Troy muſt not be, nor good Ilion ſtand ; 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry | a Helen, and a woe 


Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elſe let Helen go. 2 (Exit. 
Hef. Now, youthful Troilus, do not theſe high ſtrains 


Of divination in our ſiſter work 

Some touches of remorſe? or is your blood 

So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of reaſon, 

Nor fear of bad ſucceſs in a bad cauſe, 

Can qualify the ſame? 

Toi. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the juſtneſs of each act 

Such and no other than event doth form it; 

Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 

Becauſe Caſſandra's mad; her brain-fick raptures 

Cannot diſtaſte the goodnefs of a quarrel, 

Which hath our ſeveral honours all engag'd 

Jo make it gracious. For my private part, 

I] am no more touch'd than all Priam's ſons : 

And Jove forbid there ſhould be done amongſt us 

Such things as would offend the weakeſt ſpleen 
To fight for and maintain! | 


Paris, Elſe might the world convince of levity 


As well my undertakings, as your counſels : 
But J atteſt the gods, your full conſent 

Gave wings to my propenſion, and cut off 
All fears attending on ſo dire a project. 

For what, alas ! can theſe my 55 arms? 
What propugnation is in one man's valour, 
To ſtand the puſh and enmity of thoſe 

This quarrel would excite? Yet, I proteſt, 
Were I alone to paſs the difficulties, 

And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris ſhould ne' er retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purſuit. 

Pri. Paris, you ſpeak 
Like one beſotted on your ſweet delights : 
You have the honey ſtill, but theſe the gall ; - 
So to be valiant is no praiſe at all. ib 

Paris. Sir, I propoſe not merely to myſelf 
The pleaſures ſuch a beauty brings with it; 
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But I would have the ſoil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treaſon were it to the ranſack'd queen, 
Diſgrace to your great worths, and ſhame to me, 
Now to deliver her poſſeſſion up, 
On terms of baſe compulſion? can it be, 
That ſo degenerate a ſtrain as this 
Should once ſet footing in your generous boſoms ? 
There's not the meaneſt ſpirit on our party, 
Without a heart to dare, or ſword to draw, 
When Helen is defended ; nor none ſo noble, 

.'W hoſe life were ill beſtow'd, or death uniam'd, 
Where Helen is the ſubject : then, I fay. | 
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well, 
The world's large ſpaces cannot parallel. . 

Hedi. Paris, and Troilus, you have both faid well; 
And on the cauſe and queſtion now in hand | 
| Have gloz'd but ſuperficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Ariſtotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philoſophy : | 
The reaſons you alledge, do more conduce 
To the hot paſſion of diftemper'd blood, 
Than to make up a free determination 
Twixt right and wrong: For pleaſure, and revenge, 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true deciſion. Nature craves, 

Il dues be render'd to their owners: Now 

That nearer debt in all humanity, | 
Than wife is to the huſband? Tf this law 

Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 
And the great minds of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, reſiſt the ſame; 
There is a law in each well-order'd nation, 
To curb thoſe raging appetites that are 
Moſt diſobedient and refractory. 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king. 
As it is known ſhe is, ——theſe moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, ſpeak aloud 
To have her back return'd: Thus to perſiſt 

n doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 
But it makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 
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Is this, in way of truth: yet ne'ertheleſs, 
My fprightly brethren, I propend to you 
In reſolution to keep Helen ſtill; _ 
For tis a cauſe that hath no mean dependance 
Upon our joint and ſeveral dignities. 
 Troi. Why, there you touch'd the life of our deſign: 
Were it not glory that we more affected 5 
Than the performance of our heaving ſpleens, 
I would not wiſh a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown : 
A ſpur to valiant aad magnanimious deeds 
W hoſe preſent courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame, in time to come, canonize us : 
For, I preſume, brave Hector would not loſe 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory. 
As ſmiles upon the forehead of this action, 
For the wide world's revenue. | 
Hect. I am your's, . 
You valiant offspring of great Priamus. —— 
I have a roiſting challenge ſent among'ſt 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will ſtrike amazement to their drowzy ſpirits: 
I was advertis'd their great general ſlept, 
Whilſt emulation in the army crept; 
This, I preſume, will wake him. [ Exeunt. 


—- 


SCENE UI. The Grecian. Camp. ACHILLES” Tent, 
3 - Enter THER SITES. 
How now, Therſites? what, loft in the labyrinth of 

thy fury? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beats 

me, and I rail at him: O worthy ſatisfaction ! would it 
were otherwiſe, that I could beat him, whilſt he rail'd at 

me :—'dfoot, P11 learn to conjure and raiſe devils, but [il 

{-e ſome iſſue of my ſpiteful execrations. Then there's 

Achilles, —a rare engineer. If Troy be not taken 'till 

theſe two undermine it, the walls will ſtand *till they fall 
of themſelves. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, 
iorget that thou art Jove the king of gods; and, Mercury, 
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loſe all the ſerpentine craft of thy Caduceus; if you take 
not that little little leſs-than-little wit from them that they 
have! which ſhort-arm'd ignorance itſelf know is to 
abundant ſcarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a fly 
from a ſpider, without drawing the maſſy iron, and cut- 
ting the web | After this, the vengeance on the whole 
camp or, rather, the bone-ache ! for that, methinks, is 
the curſe dependant on thoſe that war for a placket I 
have ſaid my prayers; and devil Envy, IT Amen. What 
* my lord Achilles 


Enter PATROCLUS, 


Patr. Who's there? Therſites ? Good Therſites, come 


in and rail. 

Ther. If I could have remember'd a gilt counterfeit, 
thou wouldſt not have ſlipp'd out of my contemplation : 
but it is no matter, Thyſelf upon thyſelf! The common 
curſe of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in great 
revenue! heaven bleſs thee from a tutor, «and diſcipline 
come not near thee ] Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death ! then if ſhe, that lays thee out, ſays—1 hou art 


a fair corſe, I'll be ſworn and ſworn upon't, ſhe never 


ſhrouded any but lazars. Amen. Where's Achilles? 
Patr. W hat, art thou devout? waſt thou in prayer? 
Ther, Ay: The heavens hear me 


Enter ACHILLES, 


Aehil. Who's there? 

Patr. Therſites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where, where ?—Art thou come ? Why 
my cheeſe, my digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſerv'd thyſelf 


in 1 my table o many meals? Come; what's Agamem- 
non 


Ther. Thy e Achilles; — Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what's Achilles? 


Parr. 1 hy lord, I herſites; Then tell me, I pray thee, 


what's thyſelf ? 


Ther, Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell LG, Patro- 


clus, what art thou? 
Potr. Thou _ tell, that know” ſt. | 
Achil. O, tell, tell, D 
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Ther, I'll decline the whole queſtion. Agamemnon 
commands Achilles; Achilles is my lord; I am Patro- 
clus' knower ; and Patroclus is a fool. 

Patr. You raſcal | 

Ther. Peace, fool; I have not Je 

Achil. He is a privileg d man. Proceed, Therſites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a fool; Ther- 
ſites is a fool; and, as: aforeſaidy Patroclus 1 is a fool. 

Achill. Derive this: come. e 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command Ackil. 
les; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon; 


Therſites i is a fool to ſerve ſuch a fool; and atroclus is 
a fool poſitive. 


Patr. Why am 1 a fool? | 
Ther. Make that demand of the prover. 
me thou art. Look you, who comes here! 


Alt fullices 


Enter AGAMEMNON, ULYSSES, Nxsrok, Diourors, 
5 and AJAX, 

Achil. Il ſpeak with nobody cate: in with me, 

Therſites. [ Exit, 

Ther. Here is ſuch patchery, ſuch juggling, and ſuch 

knavery! all the argument is—a cuckold, and a whore 

a good quarrel, to draw  emulous factions, and bleed to 


death upon. Now the dry ſerpige on the ſubject ! and 
war, and lechery, confound all; | 1 Exit. 


Aga. Where is Achilles? 
Patr. Within his tent; but ill-diſpos'd, my lord. 
Aga. Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He bent our meſſengers; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, viſiting of him: 
Let him be told fo; left, perchance; he think 
We dare not move the queſtion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. _ 
Patr. I ſhall fo ſay to him. [Ext. 
TD. We ſaw him at che. opening of his tent: 
Ile is not ſick. 
„ lion-Gek, fiek of a proud heart: you may 
call” it melancholy, if you will-favour the man; but, by 
my head, *tis pride : But Wy why : let him ſhew us 3 


cauſe, —A word, my lord, {To AGAMEMNON, 
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5 Mit. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 
Y Ulz/. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 
2 A Who ? 'Therſites ? 
Y Us. He. | | 
$ Neſt. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have loſt his | 
argument. Il 
% No; you ſee he is his argument, that has his ar- 4 
HB 5 Achilles. iu [| 
„ . All the better; their fra ̃ion is more our wiſh, 1 
= than their faction: Bu: it was a ſtrong compoſure, a fool 
= could diſunite. ph | 
= Uy}. The amity that wiſdom knits not, folly may 1 
= cahily untie. Here comes Patroclus. Ty : tf 
Y „ Re-enter PATROCLUS. bf 

5 Neſt. No Achilles with him. 


DH. The elephant hath joints, but none for courteſy ; 

His legs are for neceſſity, not for flzxure. | 

Patr. Achilles bids me ſay — he is much forry, 

If any thing more than your ſport and pleaſure 
Did move your greatneſs, and this noble ſtate, 

To call on him ; he hopes it 1s no other, 

But, for your health and your digeſtion fake, 

An after-dinner's breath. 

Aga, Hear you, Patroclus; — 

We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers : 

But his evaſion, wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, 

Cannot out-fly our apprehenſions. 

Much attribute he hath ; and much the reaſon 

Why we aſcribe it to him: yet all his virtues, - 

Not virtuouſly on his part beheld, — 

Do, in our eyes begin to loſe their gloſs; 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholeſome diſh, 

Are like to rot untaſted. Go and tell him: 
= We come to ſpeak to him; And you ſhall not ſin, | 
I If you do fay—we think him over-proud, | 
= Andunder honeſt ; in ſelf- aſſumption greater, 

Than 1 "'S note of judgment; and worthier tha him- 

elf, | 1 
Here tend the ſavage ſtrangeneſs he puts on; 
Diſguiſe the holy ſtrength of their command, D 2 
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And under write in an obſerving kind 

His humorous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettiſh lunes, his ebbs, his lows, as if 
The paſſage. and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go, tell him; and add, 
That, if he over-hold his price ſo much, 

Q We'll none of him; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 
A ſtirring dwarf we do allowance give 
Before a Meeping giant: Tell him fo, 

Patr. I ſhall; and bring his anſwer preſently. (Boi, 
Aga. In ſecond voice we'll not be ſatisfied, 
We: come to peak with him. —Ulyſſes, enter you. 
[Exit ULYSSES, 
Hax. Y hat is he more than another ? 88 
Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. 


Aarx. Is he fo much? Do you not og he thinks 
himſelf 


A better man than I? 
Aga, No queſtion. 
Ajax. Will you ſubſcribe his chought and ſay—he is? 
Aga. No, noble Ajax; you are as ſtrong, us valiant, 
As wiſe, and no leſs noble, much more gyntia, 
And altogether more tractable. 
Ajax. Why ſhould a man beproud ? 
low doth pride grow? I know not what pride i is. 
ga. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
The fairer. He that is proud, eats up himſelf: 
Pride in his own glafs, his own trumpet, his 
Own chronicle ! and whate'er praiſes elf - 
But in the deed, devours the deed ? the praiſe. 
Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engender- 
ing o toads, 


Nett. LOWE] And yet he loves himſelf; Is it not 


ſtrange ? 
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| | wo Re-enter ULvyssts. 


U * Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Ava. What's his excuſe ? 
L, He doth rely: on none; 


But carries on the wo of his diſpoſe, 
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Without obſervance or reſpect of any, 

In will peculiar and in ſelf-admiſſion. 
Aga. Why will he not upon our fair requeſt, 

men hid perſon, and ſhare the air with us ? 
M Things ſmall as nothing, for requeſt's ſake only, 

He makes important: Poſſeſt he is with greatneſs; 

And ſpeaks not to himſelf, but with a pride 

That quarrels at ſelf. breath: imagin'd worth ' 

Holds in his blood ſuch ſwoln and hot diſcourſe, 

That *twixt his mental and his active parts, 

Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 

| And batters down himſelf: What ſhould I ſay? 

He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
ry no recovery. 
Aga. Let Ajax go to him. 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent; 

Tis ſaid he holds you well; and will be led, 

At your requeſt, a little from himſelf. 

DM. O Agamemnon, let it not be fo! 

We'll conſecrate the ſteps that Ajax makes, 

When they go from Achilles! ſhall the proud lord, 

That baſtes his arrogance with his own ſeam = 

And never ſuffers matter of the world 

Enter his thoughts, —ſave ſuch as do revolve 

And ruminate himſelf, —ſhall he be worlhipp'd 

Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this'thrice-worthy and right valiant lord 

Muſt not fo ſtain his palm, nobly acquir'd; 

Nor, by my will, aſſubjugate his merit, 

= As amply titled as Achilles! is, 

Buy going to Achilles: 

That were to enlard his fat- already pride; 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 

With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid! 

And ſay in thunder — Achilles, go to him! 
Neſt. O, this is well; he rubs the vein of him. [AV I 
Dio. And * his Glence drinks up this applauſe. 
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Pl 7200 him o'er the face. 


Ln me go to him. 
5%. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 


Here is a man 
I will be ſilent. 


Hax. If I 80 to him, with my armed fiſt 


Aga. O no, you ſhall not go. 
27 ax. An he be proud with me, I'll pheeze his pride: — 


Ajax. A paltry inſolent fellow,—.<o | 
Neſt. How he deſcribes himſelf! Au.. 
ax. Can he not be ſociable? 


U The raven chides blackneſs. | 1222 


Hax. I'll let his humour blood. 


Aga. He will be the phyſician that ſhould be the pa- 


tient. LAlide. 
ax, An all men were o'my mind— 


U. Wit would be out of faſhion. [Aide 


Ajax. He ſhould not bear it ſo, 


He ſhould eat ſwords firſt : Shall pride carry it? 


N:jt.” An*twould, you'd carry half. 4. 
Uly. He would have ten ſhares. 

Ajax. I will knead him, I'll make him ſupple : — 
Neſt. He's not yet thorough warm : force him with 


praiſes : Aar. 
Pour in, pour in; his ambition his dry. | 


Ub. My lord, you feed too much on this diſlike. 
[To AGAMEMNON. 
Feſt. Our noble general do not do ſo. 
Dio. You, muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 
. Why, tis this naming of him does him harm. 
But 'tis before his face; | 


Neſt. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? 


He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 


. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
Hax. A whoreſon dog, that {hall palter thus with us! 


: Would he were a L rojan | 


N./t, What a vice were it in Ajax nOoW= 
I If he were proud: 

Dio. Or covetous of praiſe? 

LU. Ay, or ſurly born ? 


Dio. Or ſtrange, or ſelf-affeted ? 


D. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of ſweet 
compolure ; z 


* 
. ²˙ wm 


. 
. 
by 
. 4 
+ 
% fo 
— _ 
- 
1 2 
8 
— 2 
— — SS” "1 3 + 
N , we 62 2 * 
ieee r c 5; 
=; ES 2 ae „ 2 
8 1 8 


4 
_ — 


I 
F 
' 

| 


— 2 


/ 


4 


9 
hs 
= 


11 


1 
7 


OT 


nit, 
76 
5 


N 5 
1 


. 
— U 


- — 
— 


— 2 


be 


«<Q 
\Þ> 


rr 


S 5 PI 


MADDIE 3 


IT: 
WAN 
K V 
N 


-4 


o 


d. 
* 

oo 

N 


8 . 
. 


* * . 
TLLETESY) 


=, „ „ 


mm mm og A 


Wo 
TI EUN TH YOu 


| hich MOVE ome 
; ; = j i 0 0 Wl 


5 WAR ul age 


ti 
y Dil np IN TOOL 


— — 


TAL 
rt 95 « 2 
— — 2 


E) 


. 


5 
OILERS 


: . 
TY 
7 
TL 
U 
© * 
RIA 


= 
. 
A — —— = 2 ol) N 


ie 


Fl AN 10 


== 


W eee mM 


+——o— 


* 


d 1 i " — - U A 


u if u, the feb A, ie, lu A Ae pn i, 57 


1 
3 
33 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 39 


Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſuck 
Fam'd be thy tutor; and thy parts or nature 
Thrice-fam'd, beyond, b.yond all erudition: 
But he that Hiſceplin'd thy arms t) fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 
And give him halt and, for thy vigour, 
Bull-bearing 1/140 his addition »1clu 
To ſine wy Jax. i will not pralle thy wiſdom, 
Which, like a oourn, a pale, a nhore 2, conhaes 
Thy ſpacious and dilated paris: Here's Neitor, 
In{tructed by the antiquary J'imes, 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wiſe z— 
But pardon, lacher Neſtor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your brain io temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence ot him, 
But be as Ajax. 
Ajax. Shall J call you father? 
* e/t. Ay, my good fon, 4s d 
Dio. BY rul d by him, lord Ajax. 
V. Fhere is no tarrying here; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket, Pleaſe it our great general 
To call together all his ſtares oi war; 
Freſh kings are come to Troy : T'o-morrow, 
We mult with all our main of power ſtand fait : 
And here's a lord, —come knigats from eaſt to weſt, 
And cull their flower, Ajax inall cope the belt. 
Aga. G we to council. Let Achilles ſleep: 
Light boats jail iwifc, though greater hulks draw deep. 


4 E xeunt. 


ACT III, 
SCENE L Troy. The 1 
Enter PANDARUS and a Servant. | Muſic within. 


Pandarus. 


Farend! you! pray you, a word: Do not you follow 


the young lord Paris? 
Serv, Ay, ſir, when he goes before me. 
Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean, D 4 
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Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentleman : I muſt 
needs praiſe him. | 

Serv. The lord be praiſed! 

Pan, You know me do you not? 

Serv, Faith, fir, ſuperficially.  - 

Pan. F riend, know me better ; - I am the lord Panda- 


Serv. I hope I ſhall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do deſire it. 

Serv. You are in the ſtate of grace. 

Pan. Grace! not fo, friend; honour and lordſhip are 
my titles: What muſic is this ? 

Serv. I do but partly know, fir; ; it is muſic in parts, 

Pan. Know you the muſicians ? 

Serv. Wholly, ſir. 

Pan, Who =. 4 they to? $6 IH 

Se/ v. To the hearers, fir. 

Pan. At whoſe pleaſure, friend ? 

Serv. At mine, fir, and theirs that love muſic, 

Pan, Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who ſhall T command, fir ? | 

Pan. Friend, we underſtand not one another; I am 


too courtly, and thou art art too cunning: At whoſe re- 


ueſt do theſe men play! ? 
Serv. That's to't, indeed, fir : Marry, fir, at the re- 


queſt of Paris my lord, who is there in perſon with him, 


the mortal-Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, love's jn- 
viſible ſoul, 


Han. Who, m my couſin Creſſida? 
Serv. No, ir, Helen; Could you not find out t that by 


her attributes? 
Pan. It ſhould ſeem, fellow, that thou haſt not ſeen 


the lady Creſſida. I cOME to ſpeak with Paris from the 


prince Troilus: 4 will make a complimental aſſault up- 
on him, for my buſineſs ſeeths. 

Serv. Yodden buſineſs! there's a ſtew'd phraſe, indeed! 

Enter PAR1s and HELEN, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair com- 
paiy ! fair deſires, in all fair meaſure; fairly guide them ! 
—eſpecially to you, fair queen | ! fair thoughts be your 
air pillow ! 


CS 
* 
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Helin. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 
Pan. You ſpeak your fair pleaſure, ſweet queen.— 
Fair prince, here is good broken muſic. 


ſhall make it whole again; you {hall piece it out with a 
piece of your performance: he is full of harmony. 
Pan. Truly, ladv, no. TR 
Helen. O, fir,- | 
Pan. Rude, in ſooth; in good ſooth, very rude. 
Par. Well faid, my lord | well, you ſay fo in fits. 
Pan. I have buſineſs to my lord, dear queen :— 
My lord, will you vouchſafe me a word; 
Helen. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us out; we'll hear 
you ſing, certainly. | 
Pan. Well, ſweet queen, vou are pleaſant with me.— 
But (marry) thus, my lord. ——My dear lord, and moſt 
eſteemed friend, your brother Troilus — 
Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey- ſweet lord, — 
Pan. Go to, ſweet queen, go to: commends himſelf 
moſt affectionately to you. | e 
Helen. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody: If 
you do, our melancholy upon your head? . 
; £7 Sweet queen, ſweet queen; that's a ſweet queen, 
1 faith, OD | 
Helen. And to make a ſweet lady ſad is a four offence. 
Pan. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn; that ſhall 
it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for ſuch words; no, 
no.—And, my lord, he deſires you, that, if the king 
call for him at ſupper, you will make his excuſe. 
Helen. My lord Pandarus, — $45 
wo What ſays my ſweet queen? my very very ſweet 
quent. 8 
Par. What exploit's in hand? where ſups he to- night! 
Helen. Nay, but my lord, — ee 
Pan. What ſays my ſweet queen? My couſin will 
fall out with yu. W 
Helen. Vou muſt not know where he ſups, 
Par, PI lay my life, with my diſpoſer Creſſida. 


4 


x 


your diſpoſer is ſick. 
Par. Well, 11 make excuſe, 


Par. You have broke, it couſin : and, by my life, you 


Pan. No, no, no, ſuch matter, you are wide; come, 


| 

| 
48 
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Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why ſhould you ſay—Creſ. 
ſida? no, your poor diſpoſer's fick. 
Par. I py. | 
Pan. You ſpy ! what do you ſpy ?—Come, give me 
an inſtrument. Now, ſw-et-queen. 
Helen. Why, this is kindly done. | ; 
Pan, My,niece is horribly in love with a thing you 
have, ſweet queen. 136 . 
p Helen. She ſhall have it, my lord, if it be not my lord 
Paris. Fei aft 19; 
Pan. He! no, ſhe'll none of him; they two are twain, 
Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make them 
three. FE 
Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this; I'll ſing 
you a ſong now. 7 
Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, ſweet 
lord, thou haſt a fine forehead. | 
Pan. Ay, you may, you may.  _ 
Helen. Let thy ſong be love: this love will undo us all, 
Oh Cupid, Cupid, Cupid! _ NE 92 
Pan. Love! ay, that it ſhall, i“faith. 
Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 
Pan. In good troth, it begins to; 


Love, love, nothing but love, ſtill more ] 
For, oh, love's bow 


— 


Shoots buck and doe: ag 1 
The fot confuonts = — if 


Not that it wounds, 
But tickles ſtill the ſore, 


Theſe lovers cry Oh] oh! they die ! 
Yet that which feems the wound to kill, 
Doth turn oh! oh! to hal hal he! 
So dying love lives ſtill: | 
Oh! Oh! a while, but ha] hat hat 
* Ob! oh! groans out for ha! hal ha! 


_ 3 Hey ho ! £ 

Helen. In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the noſe, E 
Par. He eats nothing but doves, love: and that breeds 5 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot bk: 


thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is love. 
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Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds? — Why, they are vipers : Is love 
a generation of vipers ?. Sweet lord, who's a field to-day? 
Par. & ector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all 
the gallantry of Troy: I would have arm'd to-day, but 
my Nell would not have it ſo. How chance my brother 
roilus went not? : 
Helen. He hangs the lip at ſomething you know 
all, lord Pandarus, | | 
Pan. Not I, honey-ſweet queen.— long to hear how 
they ſyood to-day.— Y ou'll remember your brother's ex- 
cuſe-! | 
Par. To a hair. 
Pan, Farewell, ſweet queen. 
Helen. Commend me to your niece. e . 
Pan. I will, ſweet queen. [ Exit. Sound a Retreat. 
Par. They are come from field; let us to Priam's hall, 
Io greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I muſt woo you, 
To help unarm our Hector: his ſtubborn buckles, 
With theſe your white enchanting fingers touch'd, 
Shall more obey than to the edge of ſteel, 
Or force of Greekiſh ſinew ; you ſhall do more 
Than all the iſland kings, diſarm great Hector. a 
Helen. Twill make us proud to be his ſervant, Paris: 
Yea, what he ſhall receive of us in duty 
Gives us more pain in beauty than we have; 
Yea, over-ſhines ourſelf. | 
Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee, [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. Panparus Garden. 


Enter PAN DARUs and TRoiLUs' Man. 


Pan, How now ? where's thy maſter? at my couſin 


Creflida's ? | 
Serv, No, fir ; he ſtays for you to conduct him thither. 


Enter TRoILvs. TR 
Pan. O, here he comes. How now, how now? 
Tra, Sirrah, walk off. ED | 
Pan, Have you ſeen my couſin? 
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Troi. No, Pandarus : I ſtalk about her door, 
Like a ftrange foul upon the Stygian banks, 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me ſwift tranſportance to thoſe fields, 
Where I may wallow in the lilly beds 
Propos'd for the deſerver! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's ſhoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Creiſid! _ 
Pan. Walk here i' the orchard, I will bring her 
eig... [Ran PA. 
Troi. I am giddy; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet 
That it enchants my ſenſe: What will it be, 
when that the wat'ry palate taſtes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar ? death, | fear me; 
Swooning deſtruction ; or ſome joy too fine, 
Too ſubtle- potent, tun'd too ſharp in ſweetneſs, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers: 
J fear it much; and | do fear belides, 
That I all loſe diſtinction in my joys ; pl 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. | 5 
5 Re-enter PaNDARUus. | 
Pan. She's making her ready, ſhe'Il come ſtraight: 
you muſt be witty now. She does ſo bluſh, and ferches 
her wind fo ſhort, as if ſhe were fray'd with a ſprite : 
I'll fetch her, It is the prettieſt villain: he fetches her 
breath as ſhort as anew ta'en ſparrow. [ Exit PAN, 
Troi. Even ſuch a paſſion doth embrace my boſom ; 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulle ; 
And all my powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like vaſlalage at unawares encount'ring 
The eye of majeſty, | 


Enter PANDARUS, and CRESSIDA. | 

Pan. Come,. come, what need you bluſh ? ſhame's 3 
baby.—Here ſhe is now: ſwear the oaths now to her 
that you have ſworn to me What, are you gone again? 
you mult be watch'd ere you be made tame, mult you? 
Come your ways, come your ways; an you draw back- 
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watd, we'll put you i' the files. Why do you not ſpeak 


than for us to undergo any difficulty impoſed. This is 
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to her? —Come, draw this curtain, and let's ſee your 
icture. Alas the day, how loth you are to offend day- 
Fighe ! an *twere dark, you'd cloſe ſooner. So, ſo; rub 
on, and kiſs the miſtreſs. How now, a kiſs in fee-farm ! 
build there, carpenter; the air is ſweet. Nay, you ſhall 
fight your hearts out ere I part you. The faulcon as the 
tercel, for the ducks i' the river; go to, go to. | 
770. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 
Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but ſhe'll 
bereave you of the deeds too, if ſhe call your activity in 
queſtion. What, billing again? here's-- In witneſs where- 


e the parties interchangeably—— Come in, come in: III 


go get a fire. 
Cre. Will you walk in, my lord? | | 
Troi. O Creflida, how often have I wiſh'd me thus? 
| * Wilh'd, my lord? — The gods grant -O my 
lord! | 
Toi. What ſhould they grant? what makes this pretty 
abruption ? What too curious dreg eſpies my ſweet lady 
in the fountain of our love? EI ys 
Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 
Troi. Fears make devils of cherubims ; they never 


[ Exit Pax. 


ſee truly, 


Cee. Blind fear, that ſeeing reaſon leads, finds ſafer 
footing than blind reaſon ſtumbling without fear : To 
fear the worſt, oft cures the worſt. e 
Toi. O, let my lady apprehend no fear: 
pageant there is preſented no monſter. 
Cre. Nor nothing monſtrous neither? 
Troi. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we vow 
to weep ſeas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tygers; think- 


ing it harder for our miſtreſs to deviſe impoſition enough, 


in all Cupid's 


the monſtruoſity in Jove, lady,—that the will is infinite, 
and the execution confin'd; that the deſire is boundleſs, 
and the att a ſlave to limit. 3 1 
Cre. They ſay all lovers ſwear more performance 
than they are able, and yet reierve an ability that they 
never perform; vowing more than the perfections of ten, 
and diſcharging leſs than the tenth part of one. They 
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that have the voice of lions, and the act of hares, are they 
not monſters ? 85 e 
Troi. Are there ſuch? ſuch are not we: Praiſe us as 


ve are taſted, allow us as we prove; our head ſhall go 


bare, till merit crown it: no perfection in reverſion ſhall 
have a praiſe in preſent : we will. not name deſert, be- 
fore his birth; and being born, his addition ſhall be 


humble. Few words to fair faith: Troilus ſhall be ſuch 


to Creilid, as what envy can ſay worſt, fhall be a mock 
for his truth ; and what truth can ſpeak trueſt, not truer 


than Troilus. | 


Cre, Will you walk in, my lord? 
8 Re. enter PAN DARus. 


Pan. What, bluſhing till? have you not done talking 
77 · 1 5 ba 


Ge. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to 


ou. 
; Pan. I thank you for that; if my lord get a boy of 
you, you'll give him me: Be true to my lord; if he 
flinch, chide me for it. es 
Tra. You know now you hoſtages; your uncle's 
word, and my firm faith, 8 
Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her two; our kin- 
dred, though they be long ere they are woo'd, they are 
conſtant, being won: they are burrs, I can tell you; 
they'l ſtick where they are thrown. | 
Cre. Boldneſs comes to me now, and brings me 
bhbeart —— 


Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day 


For many weary months. VT 
Tra. Why was my Creflid then ſo hard to win? 
Cre. Hard to ſeem won; but I was won, my lord, 

With the firſt glance that ever—Pardon me; 


If I confeſs much, you will play the tyrant. 


1 love you now; but not, till now, ſo much 

But I might maſter it in faith, I lie; 

ly thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Joo headſtrong for their mother: See, we fools ! 
Why have I blabb'd? who ſhall be true to us, 
When we are ſo unſecret to ourſelves? . 
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But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not; 
And yet, good faith, I wiſh'd myſelf a man; 
Or, that we women had men's privilege 
Of ſpeaking firſt. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue; 
For, in this rapture, I ſhall ſurely ſpeaæ 
The thing I ſhall repent. See, fee, your ſilence, 
Cunning in dumbneſs, from my weakneſs draws 
my very ſoul of counfel : Stop my mouth. 
Troi. And ſhall, albeit ſweet muſic iflues thence, 
Pan. Pretty, i! faith. 1 
Cre. My lord, I do beſeech you, pardon me; 
Twas not my purpoſe, thus to beg a kiſs: 
I am aſham' d; — O heavens | what have I done ? — 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 
Troi. Y our leave, ſweet Creflid ? = | 
Pan, Leave? an you take leave *til] to-morrow morn- 
ing, — RE al; 
G Pray you, content you. 
Troi. W hat offends you, lady? 
Ce. Sir, my own company. 
Troi. You cannot ſhun yourſelf, 
| Cre. Let me go and try: 
I have a kind of felf refides with you; 
But an unkind ſelf, that itſelf will leave, 
To be another's fool. I would be gone 
Where is my wit? I ſpeak I know not what. 
1 5 Well know they what they ſpeak, that ſpeak ſo. 
wiſely. 1 
Cre. Perchance, my lord, I ſhew more craft than love; 
And fell fo roundly to a large confeſſion, : 
To angle for your thoughts: But you are wiſe ; 
Or elſe you love not: For to be wiſe, and love, 
Exceeds man's might ; that dwells with gods above. 
Trot. O, that It could be in a woman 
(As, if it can, I will preſume in you,) 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love; 
To keep her conſtancy in plight and youth, 
ut-living beauties outward, with a mind 
That doth renew ſwifter than blood decays! 
Or, that perſuaſion could but thus convince me, 
hat my integrity and truth to you 
by . | 
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I am as true as truth's ſimplicity, 


And blind oblivion ſwallow'd cities up, 


the witneſs,— 
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Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Ot ſuch a window'd purity in love; 
How were | then uplifted! but, alas, 


And ſimpler than the infancy of truth, 

Cre. In that PII war with you. 

Troi. O virtuous fight, 
When right with right wars who ſhall be moſt right ! 
True ſwains in love ſhall, in the world to come, 


| Approve their truths by Troilus: when their rhymes, 


Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, 
Want ſimilies; truth tired with iteration, —— 
As true as ſteel, as plantage to the moon, 

As ſun to day, as turtle to her mate, | 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre—— 


Let, after all compariſons of truth, 


As truth's authentic author to be cited, 
As true as T roilus ſhall crown up the verſe, 
And ſanctify the numbers. 
Cre. Prophet may you be! 
If I be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot itſelf, 
When water-drops have worn the ſtones of Troy, 


And mighty ſtates characterleſs are grated 5 
To duſty nothing; yet let memory, EZ 


From falſe to falſe, among falſe maids in love, 


Upbraid my falſehood ! when they have faid-—as falſe 
As air, as water, wind, or ſandy earth, | 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 


Pard to the bind, or ſtep- dame to her ſon; 


Vea, let them ay, to ſtick the heart of falſehood, 
As falſe as Creſſid. | 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made : ſeal it, ſeal it; I'll be 
Here I hold your hand; here, my cou- 
fin's. If ever you prove falſe to one another, ſince I have 


taken ſuch pains to bring you togethers, Jet all pitiful | 


goers-between be called to the world's end after my 
name, call them all Pandars ; let all inconſtant men be 
Troilus's, all falſe women Creſid's, and all en 
tween, Pandars ! ſay amen. | | | 
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Try, Amen. 

Cre. Amen. 7 | 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon T will ſhew you a bed- 

chamber; which bed, becauſe it mall not ſpeak of your 

pretty encounters, preſs it to death: away. | 
And Cupid grant ail tongue ty'd maiders here, 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear! [Erewn? 


_—_— 


SCENE III. The Grecian Camp. 
Enter AGAMEMNON, ULysSES, D1OMED, NESTOR, 
Ajax, MenELAvs, and CALCH As, 
Cal. Now, princes, for the ſervice I have done you, 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompence. Appear it to your mind, 
That, through the ſight I bear in things, to jure 
I have abandon'd Froy, leit my poſſeſſions, 
Incurr'd a traitor's name; expoſed myſelf, 
From certain, and poſſeſs'd conveniences, 
To doubtful fortunes ; ſequeſt'ring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cuſtom, and condition, 
Made tame and moſt familiar to my nature; 
And here, to do you ſervice, am become 
As new into the world, ſtrange, unacquainted: 
I do beſeech you, as in way of taſte, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of thoſe many regiſt'red in promiſe, 
Which, you ſay, live to come in my behalf. 
Aga. What would'ſt thou of us, 'I'rojan ? make de- 
mand. | 
Cal. You have a Trojan priſoner, call'd. Antenor, 
Yeſterſtay took ; Troy holds him very dezr. 
Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore) 
Defir'd my Creſſid in righ: great exchange, . 
Whom Troy hath ſtill'deny'd: But this 
I know, is ſuch a wreſt in their affairs, 
That their negociations all muſt ſlack, 
Wanting his manage; and they will almoſt 
we us a prince of blood, a fon of Priam, 
In change of him: I him be ſent, great princes, 


And he thall buy my daughter; and her preſence E 


Antenor, 
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Shall quite ſtrike off all ſervice I have done, 
In moit accepted pain. 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And ſbriog us Creſſid hither ; Calchas ſhall have 
What he requeſts of us. Good Diomed, 
| Furniſh you fairly for this interchange : _ 
Wichal, bring word—If Hector will to-morrow 
Be anſwer'd in his challenge; Ajax is ready. 
Diom. This ſhall 1 undertake; and 'tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. | [Exit Dio. and CAL, 


Enter ACHLLLES and PATROCLUS, before their Tent, 


i. Achilles ſtands ? the entrance of his tent = 
Pleaſe it our general to paſs ſtrangely by him, 
As it he were forgot ;—and, princes all, 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon dim? 
J will come laſt: Tis like, he'll queſtion me, | 
Why ſuch unplauſive eyes are bent, why turn'd on him | 
If fo, | have deriſion med*cinable, 
To uſe between your ſtrangeneſs and his pride, 
Which his own will ſhall have deſire to drink; 
It may do good: pride hath no other glaſs 
To thew itſelf, but pride; for ſupple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. F 
Aga. Well execute your purpoſe. and put on ö 
A form of ſtrangeneſs as we paſs along: 
So do each lord; and either greet him not, 
Or elſe difdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 
Achil. What, comes the general to ſpeak with me? 
You know my mind, I'll fight no more gainſt Troy. 
Aga. What ſays Achilles? would he aught with us? 
Neſt. Would you, my lord, aught with the 
Achil. No. | 
Nejt. Nothing, my lord. 
Aga. The better. 5 
Aebi. Good day, good FRY 
en. How do you? how do you? 
Achil, What, does the cuckold ſcorn me:? 
Hax. How now, Patroclus? 
Aebi Good morrow, Ajax. 
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Hax. Ha 
Achil. Good morrow. | 
Jar. Ay; and good next day too. [ Exeunt. 


Achil, What mean theſe fellows? know they not 


Achilles? 


Patr. They paſs by ſtrangely: they were uſed to bend, 


To ſend their ſmiles before them to Achilles; 
To come as humbly, as they us'd to Froep 
To holy altars. 

Achil, What, am I poor of late? 
"Tis certain greatneſs, once fallen out with fortune, 
Muſt fall out with men too: What the declin'd is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall; for men, like butterflies, 
Shew not their mealy wings but to the ſummer 3 
And not a man, for being {imply man, 
Hath any honour ; but's honour'd for thoſe honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 


Which, when they fall, as being g ſlippery ſtanders, 


| The love that lean'd on them as ; flippery too, 


Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not ſo with me: 
Fortune and I are friends; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did poſſeſs, 
Save theſe men's looks; wh do, methinks, find out. | 
Something in me not worth that rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyſſes; 
Ill interrupt his reading. How now, t * 
CH Now, great l hetis' ſon ? 
Achil. What are you reading? 
CM. A ſtrange fellow here 
rites me, That man how dearly ever parted; 
How much in having, or without, or in,—— _ 
Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection 
As when his virtues ſhining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat in 
To the firſt giver. 


*. This] is not ſtrange, Ulyſles. 


tr. 
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The beauty that is borne here in the face, 
The bearer knows not, but commends itſelf 
To others? eyes: nor doth the eye itſelf 
92 hat moſt pure ſpirit of ſenſe) behold itſelf, 
ot going from itſelf ; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 
For ſpeculation turns not to itſelf, 
*Til] it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
Where it may ſee itſelf : this is not ſtrange at all. 
DI. I do no ftrain at the poſition, 
It is familiar; but at the author's drift: 
Who, in his circumſtance, expreſsly proves 


That no man is the lord of any thing 


(Though in and of him there is much confifing,) 

Till he communicate his parts to other: 

Nor doth he of himſelf know them for aught 

*T ill he behold them form'd in the applauſe 

Where they are extended which, like an arch, rever. 
berates ö 

The voice again; or like a gate of ſteel 

Fronting the ſun, receives and renders back 

His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this; 

And apprehended here RY 

The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there | a very. N ; 

That has he knows not what. _— what things 
there are, 

Moſt abject in regard, and dear in ue! [ 

What things again moſt dear in the eſteem, 

And poor in worth | Now ſhall we ſee to-morrow 

An act very chance doth throw upon him, 

Ajax renown'd. O heavens what ſome men do, 

While ſome men leave. to dong 

How ſome men creep in ſkictiſh fortune s hall, 

While others play the ideots in her eyes; 

tov one man eats into another's pride, 

While pride is feaſting in his wrantonneſs! oh 

To ſee theſe Grecian lords why, even already 

They clap the lubber e the ſhoulder "TR Ep. 
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As if his foot were on brave Hector's — 
And great Troy inrinking. = 
Achil. I do believe it: for they paſs'd by m2, 
As miſers do by beggars; neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look : What are my deeds forgot ? 
Ulyf. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at * back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great- ſiz d monſter of ingratitudes: 
Thoſe ſcraps are goo deeds paſt; which are devour'd 
As fait as they are made, forgot as ſoon | 
As done: Perſeverance, dear, my lord, 
Keeps honour bright: To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſty mail 
In monumental moccery. Take the inſtant way; 
For honour travels in a freight ſo narrow, 
Where one but goes abreaſt: keep then the N 
For emulation hath a thouſand ſons, 
That one by one purſue: If you give way, 
Or hedge aſide from the direct forthright, 
Like to an ent'red tide, they all ruih by, 
And leave you hindmott ;— 
Or like a gallant horſe fallen in firſt rank, 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on: Then what they do in pre- 
tent. - 
Though lets than yours in paſt, muſt o 'ertop yours : ; 
For Time is like a faſhionable. hoſt, 
That ſlightly ſhakes his parting gueſt by the hand; 
And with his arms out- ſtretch'd, as he would fly, 
Graſps in the comer : Welcome ever ſmiles, 
And Farewell goes out ſighing. O, let not virtue ſeek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, wit, 
High birth, vigour of bone, deſert in ſervice, 
Love, friendſhip, charity, are ſubjects all 
To envious and calumniating Time. | 
One touch ot, nature makes the whole world A 
{2 hat all, with one conſent, praiſe new-born gawds, 
Though they are made and moulded of things palt ; 
And thew to duſt, that is alittle gilt, 
More lud than gilt oer - duſted. 
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The preſent. eye praiſes the preſent object: 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worthip Ajex; 
Since things in motion ſooner catch the eye, 

J han what. not ftirs. The cry went once on thee 4 
And {til} it might, and yet it may again, * 
If chou wouldſt not entomb thyſelf alive, 
And caſe thy reputation in thy tent z 
W hoſe glorious deeds, but in theſe fields of ate, 
Made emuious miffions mongſt the gods 1 8 
And drave Mars to faction. 

Achil. Of this my ne 
E have ſtrong reaſons. | 

Li. But *gainſt your otiviey 
The reaſons are more potent 'and heroical : 
*Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 

Achil. Ha | known? 

LDH Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that's in a watchful Rate, 
Knows almoſt every grain of Pluto's gold; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehenſive Corps 3 þ + 
Keeps place with thought; and almoſt, like the Sock, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a myſtery (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle) in the ſoul of ſtate, 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Than breath, or pen, can-give expteffire to: 
All the commerce*that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord; 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
- To throw down Hector, than Poly xena: E 
But ic muſt grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
When fame .nall in our iſlands ſound her P's ; 
And all the Greckitn girls ſhall tripping ling, 
Great Hector's fyter: did Hobilles bin; 

But our brave Ajax bravely beat down From 
Farewell, my lord: I as your lover ſpeak; ; 

That fool ſlides oer the ice that you ſhould break, [Exit, 
Tau, To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you: | 
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A woman impudent and manniſh grown 
. Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
Z In time of ation, I ſtand condemn'd for this; 
43 They think, my little ſtomach to the war, 
ö And your great love to me, reſtrains you thus: 
© Sweet, rouſe yourſelf; and the weak wanton Cupid 8 
t Shall from your neck unlooſe his amorous fold, 
| And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be ſhook to air. 
Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector! ? 
Patr. Ay; and, perhaps, receive much honour by him. 
Achil. I fee my reputation is at ſtake; 3 
My fame is ſhrewdly gor'd. 
Patr. O, then beware! 
Thoſe wounds heal ill that men do give chemſelves: a 
Omiſſion to do what is neceſſary 
Seals a commithon to a blank of danger; 
And danger, like an ague, ſuotly taints 
Even then when we ut idly in the ſun. 
Acbil. Go, call Therſites hither, ſweet Patroclus ; 
III ſend the fool to Ajax, and delire him 
To invite the Trojan lords, after the combat, 
To ſee us here unarm'd: I have a woman's ongings, 
An appetite that I am lick withal, 
To ſee great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 
To talk with him, and co behold his viſage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour fav'd | 


Enter THERsSiTtEsS. 


Ther. A wonder. 

Achil. What? 

Ther. Ajax boes up and FRO the field aſking for 
himſelf, 

Achil. How ſo? 

Ther. He muſt fight ſingly to-morrow with 1 ; 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgeling, 
that he raves in faying nothing. | 

Achil. How can that be? 


a ſtride, and a ſtand: ruminates, like an hoiteis, Loop 
4 


Ther. Why, he ſtalks up and down like a 3 


——— 
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hath no arithmetic but her brain to ſet her down her 

reckoning : bites his lip with a politic regard, as who 

ſhould lay—there were wit in his head, an 'twould out; 

and ſo there is; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a 

flint, which will not ſhew without knocking. The man's 

undone tor ever; for if Hector break not his neck i'the 

combat, he'll break it himſelf in vain-glory. He knows 

not me: I faid, God morrow, Ajax; and he replies, 

T hanks, Agamemnon. 6 What think you of this man, that 

takes me for the general? He's grown a very land-fiſn, 

languageleſs, a monſter, A plague, of opinion ! a man 

may wear it on both ſides, like a leather jerkin 

Acbil. Thou muit be my ambaſiador to 5 0 Therſits 

| Ther. Who, I way hell anſwer no body; he pro- 
feſles not anſwering z 1 3 17 is for beggars; he wears 

| his tongue in his arms. I "will put on his preſence; let 

| Patroclus make demands to me, you. ſhall ſee the pageant 

| of Ajax. 

$ | Achs! To him, N Tell him, —I humbly de- 

| ſire-the valiant-Ajax to invite the moſt valorous Hector 

3 to come unarm'd to my tent; and to procure ſafe conduct 

for his perſon, of the magnanimous, a and moſt illuſtrious, 

fix-or-ſeven-times-honour'd captain- general of the Gre- 

cian army, Agamemnon, &c. Do this. 
Parr. Jove ble great Ajax! 5 


Ther "y um}, Of 21 
ar. 1 come from the worthy. Achilles, 
Ther. Ha! 


Patr. Who moſt ma deſires you to invite Hedtor 
to his tent. | 


Ther. Hum! 
Patr. And to procure ale condubt Fs Agamemnon 
T ber. eee | 
Patm W my: lord. e 
T her. oY MIGUTION. 81 1G 344-1 Hog. 
t Pate: Vihat ap Ned baim vs. 
Ther. God be wi' you, with Wy my heart. 
Pair. kgrourranfwer; fre honed 2 
7 her, If to-morrow: be a fait day, by eleven 0 clock it 
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will 20 one way or other; howſoever he ſhall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Patr. Your anſwer, ir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

They. No, but he's not out o'tune thus. What muiic 
wil be in him when Hector has knock'd out his brains, 


I know not: but, I am ſure, none; unleſs the fidler Apul- 


lo. get his ſinews to make catlings on. 
Achil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a letter to him ſtraicht. 
Mer. Let me bear another to his horſe; for that's the 
more capable creature. 3 
Acbil. My mind is troubled, like a fount tain ſtirr'd; 


And 1 myſelf ſee not the bottom "© 
[ Exeunt Par ROL us and ACHILLES. 


Der. Would the fountain of your mind were clear 


again, that! might water an aſs at it! I had rather be a 
tick | ina ſheep, than ſuch a valiant ignorance. 1 


* * 


1 
* 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I. Street in Troy. 


Enter at one Door Enzas, and Servant with a Torch ; 


at another, Pars, Drirhozus, ANTENOR, and Dao- 


MED, Sc. with Torches, 


Paris. + 


EE, ho who is that there? 
Bei. It is the lord Mncas. 
ne. Is the prince there in perſon. 
Had I fo good occaſion to lay long, 
As you, prince Paris, nought but heavenly buſineſs 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 
Te That's my mind too. Good-morrow, lord 
Mneas. 
* A valiant Greek, Eneas; takes his hand ; 
Witnels the proceſs of your ſpeech, wherein 


By Jove, Ill play the hunter for thy life, 


If to my ſword his fate be not the glory, 
A thouſand complete courſes of the ſun ! 


The nobleſt hateful love, that &er I heard of, —— 
What buſineſs, lord, fo early ? IL TOE 


To Calchas' houſe ; and there to render him, 
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You told—how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 
Ene. Health to you, valiant fir, 
During all queſtion of the gentle truce: 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 
Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm ; and, fo long, health : 
But when contention and occaſion meet, 


With all my force, purſuit, and policy. | 
Ene. And thou ſhalt hunt a lion, that willfly 

With his face backward. In humane gentleneſs, 

Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchiles' life, 

Welcome, indeed! By Venus' hand I ſwear, 

No man alive can love, in ſuch a ſort, 

The thing he means to kill, more excellently... 
Dio. We ſpmpathize :=——Jove, let Æneas live! 


But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 

With every joint a wound; and that to-morrow ! 
Ene. We know each other well. 
Dio. We do; and long to know each other worſe. 
Par. This is the ons | deſpightful gentle greeting, 


Ene. | was ſent for to the king; but why, I know 
not. 1 355 

Par. His purpoſe meets you: Twas to bring this 
Greek - | 


For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Creſſid: 

Let's have your company; or, if you pleaſe, 
Haſte there before us: 1 conſtantly do think 

{Or rather, call my thought a certain knowledge), 
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My brother Troilus lodges there to-night; 


Rouſe him and give him note of our aproach, 
With the whole quality wherefore ; J tear 


We ſhall pe much unwelcome. 
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ne. That I aſſure you; 


Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
E Than Creſſid borne from 'I roy. | 
E: Par. There is no help: 4 
t The bitter diſpoſition of the time | 
B Will have it ſo. On, lord; we'll follow you. | | | 
$ Ene. Good morrow, all. Exit. | 
A Par. And tell me, noble Diomed; faith, tell me true, 
ven in the foul of found good fellowſhip, — 


Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen beſt, 
| ? Myſelf, or Menelaus * 
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Dio. Both alike: 


| He merits well to have her, that doth ſeek ber J 
4 (Not making any ſeruple of her ſoylure) 1 055 
With ſuch a hell of pain and world of charge; | 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her | 
(Not palating the taſte of her dithonour) 1 
ith ſuch a coſtly loſs of wealth and friends: | | 4 
He, like a puling cuckold would drink up | 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece; 
Tou, like a lecher, out of whoriſh loins 
Are pleag'd to breed out your inheritors : 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor leſs nor more; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. ä 
Par. Vou are too bitter to your country woman. 
Dio. She's bitter to her country: Hear wy un N 
For every falſe drop in her bawdy veins - 
A Grecianis life hath funk; for every. ſeruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath: been ſlain: ſince the could ſpeak, 
She hach not given ſo many good words breat 
As for her Greeks and Trojans ſuffer'd death. 
Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen 97 
Diſpraiſe the thing; that you deſire to buy: 
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But we in ſilence hold this virtue well. „Na 
Well not commend: what we intend to a 1 
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TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 
SCENE II. PAxpARus' Houſe 


Enter T ROILUS and CRESSIDA. 


Troi. Dear, trouble not yourſelf; the morn is cold. 
Cre. Then, ſweet my lord, Pl! call my uncle down; 
He ſhall unbolt the gates. 
Troi. I rouble him not; 
To bed, to bed: Sleep kill thoſe pretty eyes, 
And give us ſoft attachment to thy ſenſes, 
As infants empty of all * 
Cre. Good morrow then. 
Troi. I pr'ythee now, to bed. 
Cre. Are you weary of me? 
Troi. O Ereſſida] but that the buſy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, has rouz'd the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
J would not from thee. 
Cre. Night has been too . 
Troi. Beſhrew the witch! with venemous wights ſhe 
ſtays, 
As tediouſly as hell; but flies the graſps of love, 
With wings more momentary ſwift than 3 
You will catch cold, and curſe me. 
Cre, Pr'ythee, tarry you men will never tarry. 
O fooliſh Creſſida l might have till held off, 
And then you would have tarry'd. Hark there's ane up. 
Pan. 44 — ] What's all the doors e here ? 
Troi. It is you uncle. 


Enter Paxpanus. : 5 


Cre. A peſtilence on him! now will he be mocking: 
I ſhall have ſuch a life—— 

Pan. How now, how now ? how: go maidenheads ?— 
Here, you maid ! where's my couſin Creffid? . 

Cre. Go hang yourſelf, you naughty mocking | uncle! 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan. Lo do what? to do what? let her fay Wage: : 
W hat have I Waren you to do? * | 
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Cre. Come, come; beſhrew your heart! you'll ne'er 
be good, 


Nor ſuffer others, | TOs A 
| Pan. Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretgh | a poor capocchia! 
. haſt not ſlept to-night? would he not, a naughty man, 


: 


5 
qv 
3 
Wen 


let it ſleep? a bugbear take him! [ One knocks. | 
A Cre. Did not 1 tell you? — would he were knock'd o | 

B the head! 
8 Who's that at door? good uncle, go and ſee.— 
4 My lord, come you again into my chamber; 


FT You mile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. | | 

az Troi. Ha, ha! 
5 Cre. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no buch 

thing. 

How earneitly they knock pray Yon; cee ny 

e. 

I would not for half Troy have you ſeen here. ¶ Exeunt. 

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beat : 

down the door? How now ? what's the matter! 


Pater 1 :4 


Ane. Good morrow lord, good morrow. 
Pan. Who's there! my lord Eneas? By oy troth, T 
knew you not: What news with you ſo early? _ 
Ane. Is not prince Troilus here? 
Pan. Here! what ſhould he do here? | 
Ene. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him; 
I doth import him much, to ſpeak with me. 
Pan. Is he here, ſay you? tis more than I know, III 
be ſworn: For my own part, I came in late: What 


ſhould he do here? 

An. Who! nay, then oo om 
Come, come, you'll do him wrong e ere von are ware: 
You'll be ſo true to him, to be falſe to him 


Do nia not bee of ln; your yet ferch him hither" 
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770 How now? what's the matter? 
Ene. My lord, I ſcarce have leiſure to Fo you, 
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My matter is ſo raſh: There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Geis Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us: and for him forthwith, 
Ere the firſt ſacrifice, within this hour, 
We muſt give up to Diomedes' hand 
The lady Creiſida. ä 
Toi. Is it concluded fo? 
Ene. By Priam, and the general ſtate of Troy: 
They are at hand, and ready to affect it. 
756i How my atchievements mock me 9 — 
I will go meet them: and, my lord Aneas, 
We met by chance; you did not find me here. 
Ene. Good, good, my lord; the ſecrets of neighbour | 
Panda 
Have not more giſt in taciturnity. | 
_ { Exeunt TROILUS and ZENE as. 
Prog, Is t poſlible ? no ſooner got, but loſt? the devil 
take Antenor ! the young prince will go mad. A plague 
_ Antenor | 1 would they had broke” s neck | 


e Eur Cn hSssIn A 


Cre. How now ? What is the matter? Who was here? 

Pan, Ah, ah! + 

Cre. Why ſigh you fo profoundly; ? where s my lord? 

one 

Tell 1 ſweet uncle, what's that the matter ? 

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the AG as I am 
above ! £40 

Cre. O he odd uber che matter ? 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in: Would thou hac ſt ne'er 
been born ! I knew thou would'ſt be his death :—O poor 


gentleman |—A plague upon Antenor |! 


Cre. Good uncle, I befeech:yau' on my knees, 


I beſeech you, what's the matter? 


Pan. Thou muſt be gone, wench, thou muſt be gone; 
thou art chang'd for Antenor : thou mult to thy father, 
and be gone from Troilus; 'twill be his death; 'twill be 
his bane ; he cannot bear it. | 


Cre. 0 vou immortal good 1—I will not go. 
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Pan. Thou muſt, 
Cre, I will not, uncle: I have forgot my father; 
I know no touch of ANGRY ; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no ſoul ſo near me, 
As the ſweet ITroilus.— O you gods divine | 
Make Creflid's name the very crown of falſehood, 
If ever ſhe leave Troilus! Time, force, and death, 
Do to this body what extremes you can; Ps 
But the ſtrong baſe and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the carth, 
Drawing all things to it.—l'Il go in, and weep 
Pan. Do, do. 
Cre, Tear my bright hair, and ſcratch my praiſed 
cheeks; = 
Crack my clear voice with ſobs, and break my heart 
With founding I roilus, I will not go from Troy. 
$ [ Exeunt. 


— LY 


—_— 
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SCENE III. Before PaxDARUs' Hauſe. 
Enter Paris, TROILUS, Exzas, Diomees, Ec. 


Par. It is great morning; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek | 
Comes faſt upon: Good my brother Troilus 
Tell you the lady what ſhe is to do, 
And haſte her to the purpoſe. 

Tra, Walk in to her houſe ; 
ll bring her to the Grecian preſently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her, . 
Think it an altar; and thy brother Troilus 
A prieſt there offering to it his own heart. 


Par. I know what *tis to love; | 
And *would, as I ſhall pity, I could help !— | 
Pleaſe you walk in my lords. [ Exeunt. 


[Exit TROILUS. 
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0 s > j | | 
SCENE IV. An partment in PANDARUS' Houſe. 


Enter PANDARUsS and CRESSIDA. 


Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cre. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taſte, 
And violenteth in a ſenſe as ſtrong _ 
As that which cauſeth it: How can I moderate it? 
If I could temporize it with my atfeCtion, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying droſs; 
No more my grief, in ſuch a precious loſs. 


Enter TRolLus. 


Pan. Here, here, here he comes. — Ah ſweet ducks.! 
Cre. O Troilus! Troilus! 


Pan. What a pair of ſpectacles is here! Let me em- | 


brace too: O heart,—as the goodly ſaying is,— 
Heart, o heavy heart, 


Fhy 2 oh "/t thou without breaking * D 


where he anſwers again, 


Becauſe thou canſt not eaſe thy ſmart, 
Ey friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking. 


There never was a truer rhyme. Let us caſt away no- 


thing, for we may live to have need of ſuch a verſe; we 
ſee it, we ſee it. How now, lambs ? 


Joi. Creflid, I love thee in fo ſtrain'd a purity, 
T hat the bleſt pods—as angry with my fancy, 
More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities—take thee from me. 

Cre. Have the gods envy * a 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay; tis too plain a caſe. 

Cre. And is it true that I muſt go from Troy? 

Tra, A hateful truth. 

Cre. What, and from Tiles too? 

Troi. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cre. Is it poſſible? 
Troi. And ſuddenly; where injury of chance 
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Cre. I malt FE to che Grecians? + 
Tra. No remedy. | 
Cre. A Woetul Creſſid- mon 
When {hall we ſee again I's 
Troi, Hear me, my love: be thou but true PIR gh 
Cre. I truce | how now? what wicked-deent' is this! ? 
Troi. Nay, we muſt uſe expoſtulation kindly,” —— 
For it is parting from us. 
I ſpeak not, be thou true, as: fearing thee: * K 8. 
For I will throw my glove to Death himſelf, 


That there's no maculation in thy. n S l a 5 
But, be thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 
My ſequent proteſtation;z n irie; 5 2 6 
And | will ice thee. 1 

Cre. O, you {hall be ex 
As infinite as imminent l. Ming Fetten 


Troi. And Pil yore 4 cpa 4 wh danger We car this 


15 
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. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


Puts back leave-taking ; juſtles roughly by 
All time of pauſe, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents, 8 
Our lock'd einbraſures, ſtrangles our dear vows, 
Even in the birth of our,own-labouting' breath: 
We two, that with ſo many thouſand ſighs 
Did buy each other, muſt poorly tell our diehes 
With the rude brevity and d icha ge of one. 
Injurious Time now, with a robber's haſte, | 
Crim his rich thievery up, he knows not w Je 
As many farewells as be ſtars inc heaven 
With diſtinct breath, and conſign'd kiftes to o dem, 
He fumbles up into a looſe adieu; 
And ſcants us with à lingle tanufh'd kiſs, 
Diſtaſted wich the ſalt of broken tears. 
Ane. [Mithin.] My lord! is che lady ready? 
Doi. Hark you are call d: Some ſay, che Genius ſo 
Cries, C me] to him that inſtantly mutt die. 
Bid them have patience ; ſhe hiall come anon. 
Pan. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this wind, 
Or my heart will be en up by, the root. 
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Nor play at ſubtle games; fair virtues all, 
But I can tell, that in each grace of theſe 


That tempts moſt cunningly: but be not tempted! 
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Cre. And you this glove. When ſhall I ſee you? 
Troi. I will corrupt the Grecian centinels, 
To give thee nightly viſitation. 
But yet, be true! 5 EY: 
Cre. O heavens be true, again! 
Toi. Hear why I ſpeak it, love; The Grecian youths 
Are well compos'd, with gifts of nature flowing, 
And ſwelling o'er with arts and exerciſe ; 
How novelties may move, and parts with perſon, 
Alas] a kind of godly jealou ß 
(Which, I beſcech you, call a virtugus fin) 
Makes me afeard. . 
Cre. O heavens ! you love me not. 
Troi. Die I a villain then! 
In this J do not call your faith in queſtion, 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot ſing, 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor ſweeten talk, 


To which the Grecians are moſt prompt and pregnant: 
There lurks a {til and dumb diſcourſive devil, 


Cre. Do you think I Will? 
Troi. No. TR 
But ſomething may be done, that we will not: 


And ſometimes we are devils to ourſelves, 


V. hen we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 

+ reſuming on their changeful potency. 
ne. | Within.) Nay, good my lord, — 
Troi. Come, kiſs; and let us part. 
Par. | Within. ] Brother Troilus 


Troi. Good brother, come you hither z _ * 
And bring Aneas, and the Grecian, with you, | 
Cre. My lord, will you be true? : A 


Troi. Who, I? alas, it is my vice, my fault: 
While others fiſh wich craft for great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere ſimplicity 
Whilit ſome with cunning gild their copper crowns, 
With truth and plainneſs 1 do wear mine bare | 
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Fear not my truth; the moral of my wit 
Is—plain, and true, — there's all the reach of it. 


Enter ng as, PARIS, and DIOMED. 


Welcome, fir Diomed ! here is the lady, 
Whom for Antenor we deliver you: 
At the port, lord, ['Il give her to your hand; 
And, by the way, poſſeſs thee what ſhe is. 
Entreat her fair; and, by my foul, fair Greek, 
If &er thou ſtand at mercy of my ſword, 
Name Creſſid, and thy life ihall be as ſafe 
As Priam is in Ihon. | 
Dio. Fair lady Creſſid, 
So pleaſe you, ſave the thanks this prince expects: 
The luftre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your fair uſage; and to Diomed 
You ſhall be miſtreſs, and command him wholly, 
Troi, Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteouily, 
To thame the zeal of my petition to thee, 
In praiſing her: I tell thee lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-ſoaring o'er thy praiſes, 
As thou unworthy to be call'd her iervaat. 
I charge thee, uſe her well, even for my charge; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doit not, | 
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
PI cut thy throat. . 9 
Dio. O, be not mov'd, prince Troilus: 
Let me be privileg'd by my place, and meſſage, 
To be a ſpeaker free; whea I am hence, ; 
PI anſwer to my luit: And know you, lord. 
I'll nothing do on charge: to her own worth 
She ſhall be priz d; but that you ſay—be't ſo, 
ſpeak it in my ſpirit and honour, - no. 
Troi. Come, to the port — I'll tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave ſnall oft make the to hide thy head, — 
ady, give me your hand; and, as we walk; 
To our own ſelves bend we our ncedful talk. 
_ [Exeunt. TROILUS and CRES$ID. Sound Trumpet. 
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* " 


Par. Hark) Hector's trumpet. 
Ene. How have we ſpent this morning 
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The prince muſt think me tardy and remiſs, 
That ſwore to ride before him to the field. 
Par. Tis Troilus' fault: Come, come, to field with 
him. 5 
Dio. Let us make ready ſtraight. 
ne. Yea, with a bridegroom” s freſh alacrity, 
Let us addreſs to tend on Hector's heels: 
The glory of our Troy doth this day 7 
On his fair worth, and ſingle Oy: * 


SCENE I. De Grecian Cang. 
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Enter A] Ax arm'd, Amn On. ACHILLES, Parks: 
cLus, MENELAvus, ULYssSEs, NESTOR, Ec, 


Aga. Here art thou in appointment freſh and fair, 
| Anticipating time with ſtarting courage. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to I roy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ! that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of thy great combatant, 
And hale him hither. 
Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there's my purſe. 
Now crack thy lungs, and ſplit thy brazen pipe: 
Blow, villain, *till thy ſphered bias cheek 
Out-ſwell the cholic of puff'd Aquilon : 
Come, ſtreteh thy cheſt, and let thy eyes tout blood; 
Thou blow'ſt for Hector. 
Uly. No trumpet anſwers. 
Achil. *Tis but yet early days. 
Aga. 1s not yon Diomed, with Chalchas' daughter ? 
Un *T'is he, | ken the manner of his gait; 
He riſes on his toe; that ſpirit of his | 
In ee lifts him from the earth. 
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Enter Dioukp and CRESSIDA, 
Aa. Is this the lady Creſlida?.. 
Dio. Even ſhe. | 
Aga. Moſt dearly welcome to the 8 ovks, . lady. 
Ne Ne Our general doth lalute you with a Kiſs, 
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TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.. 


Un. va] is the kindneſs but particular; 
'Twere better ſhe were kiſs'd in general. 

Ni. And very courtly counſel : PII begin. 
So much for Neſtor. 


Achil, VII take that winter from your lips, fair lady : 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kifling once. 

Pair. But, that's no argument for kiſhng now: 
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment; 
And parted thus you and your argument. 

, O deadly gall, and theme of all our forms! 


For which we loſe our heads to gild his horns ! 


Patr. "The firit was Menelaus' kiſs ; ;—this, mine: 
Patroclus kiſſes you. h 


Aen. O, this is trim! 
Pair. Paris, and I, kiſs evermore for him. | 
Men Vil have my kiſs, fir: Lady, by your leave, 


Cre. In kiſſing, do you render or receive: 
Patr. Both take and give. 


Cre. I'll make my match to live, 
The kiſs you take is better than you give: 


Therefore no kiſs; 


Men. Vl give you boot, 11 give you three for one, 
Cre. You're an, odd man; give even or give none. 
Aen. An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 


Cre. No, Paris is not; for you know, 'tis true, 


That you are odd, and he is even with you. 


Aen. You allip me o' the head. 
Cre. No, I'll be ſworn. 
LH. It were no match, your nail againſt: his hora. _ 


May 1, ſweet lady, beg a kiſs of you? 
Gre: Y ou may. 


Uty. I do detire it. . 

Cre. Why, beg then. 

. Why then, for Venus' ſake, give me a . 

hen Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cre, Tam your debtor, claim it when tis due. 

. Never's my day, and then a kiſs of you, 

Dn, Lady, a word; —P ll bring you to your father. 
[DioMED {ads out CRESSIDAs 
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Neſt. A woman of quick ſenſe. 
CU. Fie, he upon ber ! 

There's language in her eye, her cheek, ber lip, 

Nay, her foot ſpeaks; her wanton ſpirits look out 

At every joint and motive of her body. 

O, theſe encounters, ſo glib of tongue, 

That give a coaſting welcome ere it comes, 

And wide unclaſp the table of their thoughts 

To every tickliſh reader] ſet them down 

For fluttiſh ſpoils of opportunity, 

And daughters of the game. [ Trumpet within. 
All. The Trojan's trumpet ! : 
Aga. Y onder comes the troop. 


Enter HEC TOR, ExRAS, TROLL Vs, &c. with Attendants, 


ne. Hail, all the ſtates of Greece What ſhall be 
| done to him - 
That victory commands? Or do you propoſe, 
A vidor ſhall be known? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Purſue each other; ar ſhall they be divided 
By any voice and order of the field? 
Hector bade aſk. 
Agen. Which way would Hector have it? 2 
Ane. He cares not, he'll obey conditions. 
Aga. Tis done like Hector; but ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal miſpriſing 
'The knight oppos'd. 
Tne. If not Achilles, ſir, 
- What is your name? Ph 
Achil, If not Achilles, nothing. 
Ane. Therefore Achilles; But, whate” er, know this 
In the extremity of great and little, 
Valour and pride excel themſelves in Hector; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all, 
The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 
And that, which looks like pride, is courteſy, 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood; 
In love whereof, half Hector ſtays at home: 


Wh. 
1 


_—. 
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Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to ſeek 
This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 
Achil. A maiden battle then: — O, I perceive you. 


i Re-enter DroMED. 
Aga. Here is fir Diomed :—Go, gentle knight, 


Stand by our Ajax: as you and lord Æneas 


Conſent upon the order of their fight, 

So be it; either to the uttermoſt, 

Or elſe a breath: the combatants being kin, 

Half ſtints their ſtrife before their {trokes begin. 
LM. They are oppos'd already, | 
Aga. What Trojan is that fame that looks fo heavy? 
L. The youngeſt fon of Priam, a true knight; 

Not yet mature, yet matchleſs; firm of word; 

Speak ing in deeds, and deedleſs in his tongue 

Not ſoon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, foon calm'd: 

His heart and hand both open, and both free; 

For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he thews 

Yet gives he not, till judgment guide his bounty 

Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath: 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; | 

For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, ſubſcribes 

To tender objects; but he in heat of action, 

Is more vindicative than jealous love: ; 


They call him Troilus; and on him erect 


A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 


Thus fays AÆneas; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private ſoul, 
Did in great Ilion thus tranſlate him to me. 
| [ Aarum. HEC TOR and AJAX fight. 
Aga. They are in action. N 
 Neft, Now, Ajax, hold thine own! 
Troi. Hector, thou ſleep'ſt, awake thee ! 
Aga. His blows are well diſpos' d: — there, Ajax 
| = {Trumpets ceaſes 
Dio. You muſt no more. 1 
Ene. Princes, enough, ſo pleaſe you. 
Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 


Dio. As Hector pleaſes. 
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F:4. Why then, will I no more 
Thou art, great lord, my father's ſiſter's ſon, 
A couiin-german to great Priam's ſeed; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation *twixt us twain: 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojain ſo, 
That thou could'ſt fav—This hand is Grecian all, 
And this is Trojan; the finews of this leg © 
All Greek, and this ali Troy; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this ſiniſter 
Bounds in my father's; by Jove multipotent, 
Thou ſhouſd'ſt not bear from me a Greekiſh member = 
W herein my ſword hath not impreſſure made E 
Of our rank feud : But the juſt gods gainſay, = 
T hat any drop thou borrow'ſt from thy mother, 
My tacred aunt, ſhould by my mortal ſword 
Be drain'd | Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 
By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty arms; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus: 
Coutin, all honour to thee ! 
Ajax. I thank thee, Hector: 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man: 
I came to kill thee, couſin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 
Hebt. Not Neoptolimus ſo mirabte 
{On whoſe bright creſt Fame with her loud'ſt O yes! 
Cries, This ig he) could promiſe to himfelf | 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 
Ane. There is expectance here from both the ſides, 
What further ye will do. ; 
Hef. We'll anſwer it; | 
The iſſue is embracement :—Ajax, farewell. 
Hax. If I might in entreaties find ſucceſs 
(As ſeld' I have the chance), I would defite 
My famous couſin to our Grecian tents. 
Dio. Tis Agamemnon's wiſh ; and great Achilles 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 
Hef. Aneas, call my brother Troilus to me: 
And ſignify this loving interview . 
Jo theexpect ers of our Trojan part; 
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Deſire them home. Give me thy hand, my couſin; ; 


Iwill go eat with thee, and ſee your knights. 
jar. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Has. The worthieſt of them tell me name by name; 

But for Achilles, my own ſearching eyes 

Shall find him by his large and portly ſize. 
Aga. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to one 

That would be rid of ſuch an enemy; 

But that's no welcome : Underſtand more clear, 

What's pait, and what's to come, is ſtrew'd with huſks 

And formleſs ruin of oblivion ; 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 

Bids thee, with moſt divine integrity, | 

From heart of every heart, great Hector, welcome. 
Hef. I thank thee, moſt imperious Agamemnon. 
Aga. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no leſs to you. 

[To TROIL us. 


Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greet- 
ing 


You brace of wailike brothers, welcome hither. 
_ Hef, Whom muſt we anſwer ? 
Aen. The noble Menelaus, 
H:8. O, you, my lord? by Mars his onintier, thanks ! 
Mock not, chat J affect the untraded oath; 
Your guondam Wife ſwears ſtill by Venus glove : : 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, fir ; ſhe's a deadly theme. 
Hef. O, pardon ; I offend. 
Net. I have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft, 
1 for deſtiny, make cruel wa 
Through ranks of Greekiſh youth: and I have ſeen thee, 


As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygian ſteed, 


Defpiling many forfeits and ſubduements, 

When thou hait hung thy advanced ſword the air, 
Not letting it decline on the declin'd; 

That | have faid to tome, my ſtanders- by, 1 


Le, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life! 


And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take th broth. 
When that a ring of Greek have hemm'd thee j in, 
Like an Oly aipian Wrolkiing * This have I ſezn 
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But this thy countenance, ſtill lock'd in ſteel, 
] never ſaw 'till now. I knew thy oranſire, 
ib And once fought with him: he was a ſoldier good; 
. But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 
1 Never like thee: Let an old man embrace thee; 3 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 
ne. Tis the old Neſtor. 
Hef, Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
1 T hat haſt ſo long walk'd hand in hand with Time :— 
1 Moſt reverend Neſtor, J am glad to claſp thee. 
1 Noc. 1 would my arms could match thee in contention, 
As they contend with thee in courteſy, 
Heer. I would they could, 
Neſt. Ha! by this white beard, I'd fight with thee to- 
morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have ſeen the time 
UG. [ wonder now how yonder city ſtands, 
When we have here her baſe and pillar by us. 
Het. I know your favour, lord Ulyſſes, well. 
Ah! fir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firit I ſaw yourſelf and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekiſh embaſſy. 
Uly}. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue : 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet; 
For yonder walls that pertly front your town, 
| Yon. towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſs the clouds, 
DO Muſt kiſs their own feet. 
He, I muſt not believe you 
There they ſtand yet; and modeſtly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian ſtone will coſt _ 
A drop of Grecian blood: The end crowns all; 
And that old common arbitrator, Time, 
Will one day end it. 
U! uf So to him we leave it. 
Mott gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, welcome: 
After the general, I beſeech you next 
To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my tent. 
chil. I ſhall foreſtall thee, lord Ulyſſes thou 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee; 
{ have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 
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| As I would by thee, view thee limb by limb. 


Why doſt chou ſo oppreſs me with thine eye? 
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Is this Achilles ? 
Achil. J am Achilles. 


Heez. Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 
Achil. Behold thy fill. | 


Hett. Nay, | have done already. 
Achil. Thou art too brief; 1 will the ſecond time, 


75 | 
Hef. 


Het. O, like a book of ſport thou't read me o'er ; 
But there's more in me than thou under ſtand'ſt. 


Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body 
Shall I deſtroy him? whecher there, there, or there? 
That I may give the local wound a name; 
And make diſtinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector's great ſpirit flew : Anſwer me, heavens { 

Hect. It would diſcredit the bleſt gods, proud man 
To anſwer ſuch a queſtion: Stand again: | 
Think'f thou to catch my life ſo pleaſantly, 


As to prenominate, in nice conjecture, 


Where thou wilt hit me dead? 


Achil. I tell thee, Vea. | 

Hef. Wert thou an oracle to tell me fo, 
Id not believe thez. Henceforth guard thee well; 
For Þ'1l not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 
But, by the forge that ſtithy'd Mars his helm, 
P11 kill thee every where, yea, o'er and oer. 


You wiſeſt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 


His infolence draws folly from my lips; 
But I'll endeavour deeds to match theſe words, 


Or, may I never 


» 


ax. Do not chaſe thee, couſin ;— 
And you, Achilles, let theſe threats alone, 
"Till accident, or purpoſe, bring you to't : 


Jou may have every day enough of Hector, 


If you bave ſtomach ; the general ſtate, I tear, 

Can ſcarce entreat you to be odd with him. 
£4. I pray you, let us fee you in the field; 

We have had pelting wars, fince you refus'd 
he Grecians' caule. = 

Achil. Doſt thou entreat-me, Hector? 
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To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death; 
To-night, all friends. | 

Hect. Tity hand upon that match. 

Aga. Firſt, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent, 
There i in the full convive we: afterwards, 

Ass Hector's leifure and your bounties ſhall 
Concur together, ſeverally entreat him.— | 
Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 
That this great ſoldier _— his welcome know. 
[ Exeunt. 


Manent TROILUs and ULYSSES. 


Troi. My lord Ulyſſes, tell me, I beſeech you, 
In what as of the field doth Calchas keep! 
UlyJ. At Menelaus' tent, moſt princely Troilus: 
There Diomed doth feaſt with him to-night : 
Who neither looks on heaven, nor on the earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view | 
On the fair Creſſid. 
Tri. Shall I, ſweet lord, be bound to you ſo much, 
After we part from Agamemnon s tent, 
To bring me thither? 
Di You mall command me, fir. 
As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Creſſida in Troy? Had ſhe no lover there, 
That wails her abſence ? 
Troi. O, fit, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their "RY 
A mock is due. Will you walk « on, my lord ? 
She was belov'd, ſhe lov'd; ſhe is, and doth : 
But ſtill ſweet love is food for fortune's tooth. [ Excunt, 
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SCENE I. AchiI LES Tent. | 
Enter ACHILLES and PATROCLUS. 

Achilles. | 


TEL. heat his blood with Greekiſh wine 83 = 
Which with my ſcimitar Þ'1] cool to-morrow. 

Patroc]us, let us feaſt him to the height. 
Pair, Here comes Therſites, 


THE 
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thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 
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Enter THERSITIES. 


Achil. How now, thou core of envy? 
Thou cruſty batch of nature, what's the news? 
Ther, Why, thou picture of what thou ſeemeſt, and 


idol of ideot-worthippers, here's a letter for thec. 
- Achil. From whence, fragment? 


Ther, Why, thou full dith of fool, from Troy. 
Patr. Who keeps the tent now ? 


| Ther. The ſurgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 
Patr. Well faid, adverſity ! and what need theſe tricks? 
Ther. Pr'ythee be ſilent, boy: I profit not by thy talk: 


Patr. Male varlet, you rogue! what's that ? 
Ther. Why, his maſculine whore.” Now the rotten 
diſeaſes of the ſouth, the guts-griping, ruptures, ca tarrhs, 


loads o'gravet- i the back, lethargies, cold palies, raw 


eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing Jungs, bladders tull of 

impoſthume, ſciaticas, lime-kilns i'the palm, incurable 
bone-ach, and the rivelFd fee-fimple of the tetter, take 
and take again ſuch prepoſterous diſcoveries | 


Patr. Why, thou damnable box ot WT mou, what 
meaneſt thou to curſe thus: 


Ther. Do I curſe thee? 
Pair. Why, no, you ruinous but; you whoreſon in- 


diſtinguiſhable cur, no. 


Ther. No; why art thou then exaſperate, . idle im- 
material ſkein of fleeve ſilk, thou green farcenet flap for 
a ſore eye, thou taſſel of a prodigal's purſe, thou ? Ah, 


how the poor world is peſter'd with ſuch water-fies; di 
minutives of nature! 


Patr. Out, gall! 
Ther. Finch, egg! 


Achil. My ſweet Patroclus, I am enten quite 


rom my great purpoſe in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 


A token from her daughter, my fair love; 


Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 


An oath that I have (worn, I will not break it: 
Fall, Greeks; fail, fame ; honour, or go or ſtay ; 
My: major vow lies here, this Pl] obey. — 


| Come, come, 'Therſities, help to trim my tent; 
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This night in banqueting muſt all be ſpent.— 
Away, Patroclus. | h [Exeuni. 
Ther. With too much blood and too little brain, theſe 


two may run mad; but if with too much brain, and too 


little blood, they do, I'll be a curer of madmen. Here's 
Agamemnon, —an honeſt fellow enough, and one that 
loves quails; but he hath not fo much brain as ear-wax: 
And the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his bro. 

ther, the bull,—the primitive ſtatue, and. oblique memo- 
rial of cuckolds; a thrifty ſhooting-horn in a chain, 
hanging at his brother's leg, —to what form, but that he 
is, ſhould wit larded with malice, and malice forced with 
wit, turn him? To an aſs, were nothing; he is both aſs 
and ox: to an ox were nothing; he is both ox and als, 
To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an 
owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, 1 would 
not care: but to be a Menelaus, —1 would conſpire againſt 
deſtiny. Aſk me not what I would be, if I were not 


Therſites; for I care not to be the louſe of a lazer, fo J 


were not Menelaus.—Hey-day ! ſpirits, and fires ? 
Enter HEC TOR, TROLL Us, Ajax, AGAMBMNON, 
ULyssEs, NESTOR, and DIOMED, with Lights. 


Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
ax. No, yonder tis! 


There, where we ſee the light. 


Hee. I trouble you. 
ax. No, not a whit, N 
LH. Here comes himſelf to guide you. 


Enter ACHILLES. 


Achil, Wiles brave Hector; welcome, princes all. 
Aga. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night. 


Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 


Hebt. Thanks, and good night to the Greeks? general. 
Aen. Good night, my lord. 1 
Hef. Good night, ſweet lord Menelaus. | 
Ther. Sweet draught: Sweet, quoth a! ſweet fink, 
ſweet ſewer. _ ie 
Achil. Good night, and welcome, both at once, to thoſe 
That go, or tarry. 5 
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Aa. Good night. I Exeunt Ae Au. and MENEL. 

f:hil. Old Nettor tarries; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord; 1 have important buſinefs, 


The tide whereof is now. —Good night, great Heftor, - 


Hef. Give me your hand. 
Ulyſ. Follow his torch, he goes to Calcha's tent; 

I'Il keep you company. [To T KO1LUS, 
Troi. Sweet fir, you honour me. , 
Hef: And fo, good night. 
Achil. Come, come, enter my tent. { Excunt ſou:rally, 
Ther. That ſame Diomed's a falſe-hearted rogue, a 

moſt unjuſt knave; I will no more truſt him when he 

leers, than Iwill a ſerpent when he hiſſes: he will {pe..d 


his mouth, and promiſe like Brabler, the hound: but 


when he performs, aſtronomers foretell it, it is proci- 


gious, there will come ſome change; the ſun borrows of 


the moon, when Diomed keeps his word. I will racher 
leave to ſee Hector, than not to dog him: they ſay, he 
keeps a Trojan drab, and uſes the traitor Calchas his 


tent: Pl] after. Nothing but lechery | ail incontinent 
varlets! Exit. 
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SCENE II. CarchAs' Tor. 
Enter Dtomep. 


Dio. What, are you up here? ho! ſpeak. 
Cal. Who calls? 
Dio. Diomed— . 5 
Calchas, I think. Where is your daughter ? 
Cal. She comes to you. 


Enter TRo1Lus and UL vssks, at a Diſtance; after thenp 


0  DTHERSITES, | | 
U. Stand where the torch may not diſcover us, 


/ 


Enter CREsSIDA, 


Troi. Creſſid come forth to him. 
Dio. How now, my charge ? 


———— —_ — 
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Aͤnd let your mind be coupled with your words. 


Lou flow to great diſtraction : come, my lord, 
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Cre. Now. my ſweet guardian — Hark, Re b 
A word with you. _ [ Whiſpers, 3 
Fan. Lea, © familiar 3 
L. She will ſing any man at firſt ſight, 
Ther. And any man | 
May ling her, if he can take her cliff ; ſhe's noted. 
Dio. Will you remember ? 
Cre. Remember ? yes. 


Dio. Nay, but do then; 


_ . 


Troi. What ſhould ſhe remember: . 
Ugg. Liſt! 

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly, 
Ther. Roguery | 

Dio. Nay, then. 
Cre. I'll tell you what. 


* 


Dio. Pho! pho! come, tell a pin: You are foreſworn.— 
Cre. In faith, I cannot: What would you have me do! 
Ther. A juggling trick, to be - ſecretly open. 
Dio. Whac did you {wear you would beſtow on me! 
Cre. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath , 
Bid me do any thing but that, ſweet Greek. 
Dio. Good night. 
Toi. Hold, patience |! 
Ulyj. How now, Trojan? 
Cre. Diomed— 
Dio. No, no, good night: Pl be your fool no more, 
Nu. Thy better . 
Cre. Hark, one word in your ear. 
Troi. O plague and madneſs | 
U. You are mov'd, prince; let us depart, I pray 
ou. | 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge itſelf 
To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly; I beſeech you, go. 
Troi. Behold, I pray you! 
UH. Now, good my lord, go off: | 


_ 
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Troi. I pr'ythee, ſtay. 
DU, V ou have not patience z come. 
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Tyoi. I pray you, ſtay; by hell, and by hell's — 
I will not ſpeak a word. 


Dio. And ſo, good night. 
Cre. Nay, but you part in anger. 
Troi. Doth that grieve thee ! I 
O wither'd truth ! 
D Why, how now, lord? 
Troi. By ove, [ will be patient. 
Cre. Guardian why, Greek | 
Dio. Pho! pho! adieu, you palter. 
Cre. In faith, I do not; come hither once again. 
UH. You ſhake, m my lord, at ſomething; will you go? 
You will break out. | 
Troi. She ſtrokes his cheek ! 
D Come, come. 
Troi. Nay, ſtay; by Jove, I will not ſpeak a word: 
There is between my will and all offences 5 
A guard of patience :—Stay a little while. | 
Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump, and 
potatoe finger, tickles theſe together ! Fry, lechery, a 
Dio. But will you then? 
Cre. In faith I will, la! never truſt me elſe. 
Div. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Cre, PII fetch you one. [ Exit, 
DM. Y ou have ſworn patience. 
Troi. Fear me not, my lord: 
I will not be myſelf, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel; I am all patience. 


| Re-enter CRESSIDA, 


Ther. Now the pledge ; now, now, now ! 
Cre, Here, Diomed, keep this ſleeve. 
Troi. O beauty! 
Where is thy faith ? 
UlyJ. My lord. 
Troi. I will be patient; outwardly I will: 
Cre. You look upon that ſleeve : behold it well.— 
He lov'd me.—O falſe wench ! —Giv't me again. 
Dio. Whoſe was't ? 


Cre, It is no maiter, now I hav't again. 8 
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I will not meet with you to morrow- night: 
1 pr'ythee, Diomed, viſit me no more. 
Ther. Now the tharpens ;— Well ſaid, whetſtone! 
Dio. I ſhall have it. 

Cre, What, this? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Cre. O, all you gods! O pretty, pretty . 
Thy maſter now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee, and me; and ſighs, and takes my glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kiſſes to it, 

As I kiſs thee—Nay, do not ſnatch it from me; 
He that takes that, muſt take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows 1 It. 

Troi. I did ſwear patience. 

Cre. You ſhall not have it, Diomed : faith you ſhall 

not; 
I'II give you ſomething elſe. 

Dio. I will have this: Whoſe was it ? 

Cre. It is no matter. 

Dio. Come, tell me whoſe it was ? 

Cre. *I was one's that lov'd me better than you wil 
But, n6w you have it, take it. 

Div. Whoſe was it ? 

Cie. By all Diana's waiting-women yonder, 
And by herſelf, I will not tell you whoſe. 

Dio. Tomorrow will I wear it on my helm; 
And grieve his ſpirit that dare not challenge it. 
Toi. Wer't thou the devil, and wor'ſt it on thy horn, 
It ſhould be challeng d. 

Cre, Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis paſt ;—And yet it is not, 
I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why chen, farewell 3 
Thou never ſhalt mock Diomed again, IJ 

Cre. You ſhall not go: One cannot ſpeak a word, . 
But it ſtraight ſtarts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you, 
Pleaſes me beſt. 


Dio. What, ſhall I come? the hour? 


— — —  — — — 
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Cre, Ay, come: O Jove 
Do, come: — I ſhall be plagu'd, 

Dio. Farewell *till then. 
Cre. Good- night. I pr'ythee, come. 
Troilus, farewell! one eye yet looks on thee 
But with my heart the other eye doth ſee.— 
Ah! poor our ſex! this fault in us J find, 
The error of our eye directs our mind: 
W hat error leads, muſt err; O then conclude, _ 
Minds, ſway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. [ Eæit. 

Ther. A proof of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more, 
Unleſs ſhe ſay, My mind is now turn'd whore. 

Lu. All's done, my lord, 

Troi. It is. | 

UH. Why ſtay we then? 

Troi. To make a recordation to my foul 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke. 


Exit. 


* 


But, if J tell how theſe two did co- act, 


Shall I not lie in publiſhing a truth ? a 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 


An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, 


That doth invert the atteſt of eyes and ears; 
As if thoſe organs had deceptious functions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Creiſid here? | 
LM. T cannot conjure, Trojan. 
roi. She was not, ſure. 
L. Moſt ſure, ſhe was. : 
Troi. Why my negation hath no taſte of madneſs. 
77 Nor mine, my lord: Creſſid was here but now. 
roi. Let it not be beliey'd for womanhood |! | 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To ſtubborn critics—apt, without a theme. 
For depravation—to ſquare the general ſex 
By Creſſid's rule: rather think this not Creſſid. 
D. What hath ihe done, prince, that can foil our 
mothers? _ . | 
Troi. Nothing at all, unleſs that this were ſhe. 
Ther, Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's own eyes ? 
Troi. This ſhe! no, this is Diomed's Creflida : | 8 
| 5 2 
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If beauty have a ſoul, this is not ſhe ; 

If fouls guide vows, if vows be fan Qimonys | 
If fan timo y be the god's delight, 
If there be rule in unity itſelf, a 

I his is not he. O madneſs of diſcourſe, 

That cauſe ſets up with and againſt itſelf! 
Bi-!old authority] where reaſon can revolt 
Without perdition, and loſs aſtume all reaſon 
Without revolt; this is, and is not Creſſid! 
Within my ſoul there doth commence a fight 
Of this ſtrange nature, that a thing inſeparate 
Divides far wider than the ky and earth; 

And yet the ſpacious breadth of this diviſion 
Admits no oryfice, for a point as ſubtle 

As Arachne's broken woof, to enter. 
Inſtance, O inſtance ! ſtrong as Pluto's gates ; 
Creſſid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven: 
Inſtance, O inſtance ! ſtrong as heaven itſelf; 
The bonds of heaven are lipp'd, diſſolv'd, and Joo d; 
And with another knot five-finger-tied, 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her "I! 

The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and greaſy reliques 
Of her over eaten faith, are bound to Diomed, 
J May worthy Troilus be half-attach d 
With that which here his paſſion doth expreſs! _ 

Tri. Ay, Greek; and that ſhall be divulped well 
In 3 as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus: never did young man fancy 
With ſo eternal, and ſo fix'd a ſoul. 

Hark, Greek As much as I do Cxeſſid 3 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed : 

That ſleeve is mine that he'll bear on his helm; 
Were it a caſque compos'd by Vulcan's ſkill, 

My ſword ſhould bite it: nor the dreadful ſpout, 
Which ſhipmen do the hurricano call, 
Conltring'd in maſs by the almighty lun, 

Shall dizzy wich more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his deſcent, than tall my promted ſword 
Falling on Diomed. 


Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy. 
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Tri. O Creſſid! O faiſe Creiſid! falſe, falſe, falle ! 
Let all untruths ſtand by thy ſtained name, 
And they'll ſeem glorious. 

Uh O, contain yourſelf ; 
Your paſſion draws ears hither. 


Enter Ent as. 


Ene. 1 have been ſeeking you this hour, my lord: 
Hector, by this, is arming him ia Troy; 
Ajax, your guard, ſtays to conduct you home. 
Troi. Have wich you, prince My courteous Jord, 
adieu: 
Farewell, revolted fair land, Diomed, 
Stand fait, and wear a Caſtle on thy head! 
Ulyſſ. ll bring you to the gates. 
Troi. Accept diitr4:ted tha ks. 
L Exeunt | ROILUS AN EAS, and ULysSES. 
Ther. Would | could meet that rogue Diomed! [ 
would croak like a raven; I would bode, 1 would bode. 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 
this whore : the parrot will not do more for an almond, 
than he for a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery ; itil] 
wars and lechery ; nothing elſe holds faſhion: A burning 
devil take them | 1 | [ Exit, 


1 0 th. 
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SCENE III. The Palace e Ire. 


Enter HEC ToR and ANDROMACHE. 


And. When was my lord fo much ungently temapet 'd, 
To ſtop his cars againſt admoniſhment? | 
Vnarm, unarm, and do not {ight to-day... 
Hatt. You train me to off:nd, you; get you in: 
By all the everlaſting gods, ll go. 
And. My dreams will ſure prove ominous us to-day, | | 


Hed. No more, | fay. | 
Enter CarranpRn,” | ” 
Caf. Where is my brother Hector? 
And. Here, ſiſter; arm'd, and me ig intent; : 
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Conſort with me in loud and dear petition, 
Purſue we him on knees; for I have dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but ſhapes and forms of ſlaughter, 
Caſ. O, it is true! | 
Hef. Ho! bid my trumpet ſound! 
Caſ. No notes of tally, for the heavens, ſweet brother, 
Hef. Begone, | ſay, the gods have heard me ſwear. 
Caſ. The gods are deaf to hot and peeviſh vows ; 
T hey are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than fpotted livers in the ſacrifice. _ 
And. O] be perſuaded : Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being juſt : it is as lawful 
For us to count we give what's gain'd by thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of charity. | | 
Caf. It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the vow ; 
But vows, to every purpoſe, mult not hold: 
Unarm, ſweet Hector. | | 
Hedi. Hold you ſtill, I fay 
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate: 
Life every man holds dear; but the dear man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. — 


Enter TROlLus. 


How now, young man; mean'ſt thou to fight to-day ? | 

And. Cailandra, call my father to perſuade. FR 
Os. 5 [Exit CAss AN DRA. 
Hef, No, faith, young Troilus; doff thy harnels, 
| youth; | 

I am to-day i'the vein of chivalry: : 

Let grow thy linews *till their knots be ſtrong, 

And tempt not yet the bruſhes of the war. 

Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 

P11 ſtand to-day for thee, and me, and Troy. 
Troi. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you, 

Which better fits a lion than a man. | | 
A: What vice is that, good T roilus? chide me for it. Y 
rei. When many times the captive Grecians fall, 3 

Even in the fan and wind of your fair-{word, = 
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Hear. O! *tis fair play. | 

Troi. Fool's play, by heaven, He gor. 

Hef, How now? how now? 

Troi. For the love of all the gods, 

Let's leave the hermit pity with our mother; 

And when we have our armours buckled on, 

The venom'd vengeance ride upon our {words ; 

Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth, 
Hed. Fie, ſavage, fie 

Troi. Hector, then *tis wars. 

Hef, Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. - 

Troi. Who ſhould with-hold whe þ 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars, 

Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 

Not Priamus nor Hecuba on knees, 

Their eyes o'er-galled with recourie of tears; 

Nor you, my brother, with your true ford drawn, 

Oppos'd to hinder me, ſhould itop my way, 

But by my ruin. 


_ 
_ 


Re-enter CASSANDRA, with PRI¹AM. 


_ Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faſt ; 
He is thy crutca ; now if thou loi: thy ſtay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 

Fall altogether. 3 | 
Priam. Come, Hector, come, go back: 
Thy wife hath dream't; thy mother hath had viſions; 
Caſſandra doch foreſee ; and I m; elf | 
Am like a prophet ſuddenly enrapt, 
To tell thee—rhat this day is ominous: 
Therefore, come oack. 
Heft. ÆEneas is a-ftield ; 
And I do ſtand engag'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the face ot valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 
Priam. But thou ſhalt not go. 
Hect. I muſt not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear fir, 
Let me not ſhame reſpect; but give me leave 
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To take that courſe by your conſent and voice, 

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 
Caf. O Priam, yield not to him. 

And. Do not, dear father. | 
Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you, 

Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 
| | [Exit ANDROMACHE: 

Tra, This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious girl 

Makes all theſe bodements. 4 

Caſ. O farewell, dear Hector | | 

Look, how thou dy'{t! look, how thy eye turns pale 

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 

Hark, how I roy roars! how Hecuba cries out! 

How poor Andromache ſhrills her dolours forth! 

Behold, diſtraction, frenzy, and amazement, 

Like witleſs anticks, one another meet, 

And all cry Hector! Hector's dead, O Hector! 
Troi. Away Away 
Caf. Farewell. Yet ſoft; — Hector, I take my leave: 

Thou doſt thyſelf and all our Troy deceive. Exit. 
Het. You are amaz d, my liege, at her exclaim : 

Go in, and cheer the town: we'll forth, and fight; 

Do deeds worth praiſe, and tell you them at night. 
Priam. Farewell: The gods with ſafety ſtand about 

e thee! [Exit PRIAM. Alarum. 
- Troi. They are at it, hark! Proud Diomed, believe, 
I come to loſe my arm, or win my ſleeve. 


„ Enter PANDARUS. | 
Pan. Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ? 


_ Troi, What now: 
Pan. Here's a letter come from yon” poor girl. 
Troi, Let me read. ds | 
Pan. A whoreſon phthiſick, a whoreſon raſcally phthi- 
ſick. ſo. troubles me, and the fooliſh fortune of this girl: 
and what one thing, what another, that I ſhall leave you 
one o theſe days: And I have a rheum in my eyes too; 
and ſuch. an ache in my bones, that, unleſs a man were 
ricky cannot tell what to think on't. What ſays fhe 
there? 125 . 
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Troi. Words, words, mere words, no matter from the 
heart; [Tearing the Letter. 
The effect doth operate another way.— 

Go, wind to wind, there turn and change together, — 
My love with words and errors {till ſhe feeds; | 
But edifies another with her deeds. 

Pan. Why, but hear you 

Foi. Henc:, broker lacquey l ignomy and ſhame 
Purſue thy life, and live aye with thy name! [ Exeunt. 
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= SCENE IV. Between Troy and the Camp. 


[Alarum.) Enter T HERSITES, 


Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another ; I'll 
go look on. That diſſembling abominable varlet, Dio- 
med, has got that ſame ſcurvy, doting, foblith young 


knave's fleeve of Troy, there, in his helm: I would fain 


ſee them meet; that that ſame young "Trojan als, that 
loves the whore there, might ſend- that Greekiſh whore- 
maſterly villain, with the ſleeve, back to the diſſemblin 
luxurious drab of a ſleeveleſs errand. O' the other ide, 
The policy of thoſe crafty ſwearing raſcals,—that ſtale 
old mouſe- eaten dry cheeſe, Neſtor ; and that ſame dog- 
fox, Ulyſles,—is not prov'd worth a black-berry :— They 
ſet me up, in policy, that mungrel cur, Ajax, againſt that 
dog of as bad a kind, Achilles: and now is the cur Ajax 
prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day ; 
Whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim barbariſin, 
and policy grows into an ill opinion. Soft! here comes 
ſleeve, and t'other, | | 


Enter Dio MED and TROILUS. 
Troi. Fly not; for ſhould'ſt thou take the river Styx, 
I would ſwim after. | : . 
Dio Thou doit miſ call retire: 
Ido not fly ; but advantageous care 4 
Withdrew me from the odds multitude : 
Have at.thee, | [They go off fighting 
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Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian! now for thy whore, 
Trojan !—now the ſleeve, now the ſleeve 


| Enter HEcToOR. 


He:&. What art thou Greek? art thou for Hector's 
match ? | | 
Art thou of blood and honour ? 
Ther, No, no: I am a raſcal ; a fcurvy railing knave; 
a very hlthy rogue, Te 
Heck. I do believe thee;—lve. Exit. 


Ther. God-a-mercy that thou wilt believe me] But a 


plague break thy neck, for frighting me | What's become 


of the wenching rogues ? I think they have ſwallow'd one 


another: I would laugh at that miracle, Vet, in a fort, 
lechery eats itſelf, PII ſeek them. „„ 


SCENE V. Between Troy and the Camp. 
Enter DiomeD and a Servant. 


Dio. Go, go, my ſervaut, take thou Troilus' horſe; 
Preſent the fair ſteed to my lady Creſſid: 
Fellow, commend my ſervice to her beauty ; 
Tell her, I have chaſtis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof, 
Serv. I go, my lord. 


Enter AGAMEMNON. 


Aa. Renew, renew! The fierce Polydamas 
Hath beat down Menon : baſtard Magarelon 
Hath Doreus priſoner; _ 
And ſtands colofſus-wife, waving his beam 

Upon the paſhed corſes of the kings 
Ephiſtrophus Cedius: Polixenes is ſlain ; - 
Aphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt ; 

Patroclus ta'en, or ſlain ; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruis'd: the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers; haſte we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, or we periſh all, 
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Enter NES TOR. 


Neſt. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles; 
And bid the ſnail-pac'd Ajax arm for ſhame. 
There is a thouſand Hectors in the field: 
Now there he fights on Galathe his horſe, 
And there lacks work ; anon, he's there afoot, 

And there they fly, or die, like ſcaled ſkulls 

Before the belching whale; then is he yonder, 

And there the ſtrawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 

Fall down before him, like the mover's ſwath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obeying appetite, 

That what he will, he does; and does ſo much, 
That proof is call'd impoſſibility. 


Enter ULYssES, 


LD. O, courage, courage, princes | great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, curling, vowing vengeance : . 
Patroclus' wounds have rouz'd his drowſy blood, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 
That noſeleſs, handleſs, hack'd and chip'd come to him 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath loſt a friend, | 
And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it, 
Roaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantaſtic cxecution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, 

With ſuch a careleſs force, and forceleſs care, 
As if that luck, in very ſpite of cunning, 
Bade him win all. 


Enter Ajax. 
Aar. Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [ Exit. 
Dio. Ay, there, there. | 
NA. So, fo, we draw together. [ Exeunt. 


Enter ACHILLES, 

Achil. Where is this Hector? 
Come, come, thou boy-queller, ſhew thy face; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry, 
Hector where's Hector? I will none but Hector. Ex. 
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SCENE IV. Another Part of the Field. 


| Re-entr A FAR: | 
Jar. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, ſhew thy head ? 


Enter DiomeD. 
Dis. Troilus, I fay | where's Troilus ? 
Ajax. What would'ſt thou? 
Dis., I eulen 8 
Ajax. Were I the general, thou ſhould'ſt have my office, 
Ere that correction: Troilus, I fay | what, Troilus! 


Enter TROILUuSs. 


Troi. O traitor Diomed I- turn thy falſe face, thou 
traitor, i 85 DF 
And pay thy life thou ow'ſt me for my horſe! 
Dio. Hal art thou there? 7 
| Ajax. I'll fight with him alone; ſtand, Diomed. 
| Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 
| Trei. Come both, you cogging Greeks; have at you 
| both, | [ Exeunt fighting. 


| Hef. Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my youngeſt 
| brother! e 
| Enter ACHMILLRS, 0 
Achil. Now do I ſee thee: Ha! Have at thee, Hec- 
tor. | i. 15 
Hef. Pauſe if thou wilt. „ [ Fight, 
Achil. I do diſdain thy courteſy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy, that my arms are out of uſe: _ 
My rett and negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt hear of me again; 
Till when, go ſeek thy fortune. 
Hef. Fare thee well: Cs 
I would have been much more a freſher man, 
Had I expected thee, —How now, my brother? 
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TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 93 
| Re-enter Tx&cILUs. | 
Troi. Ajax hath ta'en neas : Shall it be? 


No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 

He ſhall not carry him; Þ ll be taken too, 

Or bring him off :—Fate, hear me what | ſay! 

I reck not though I end my life to-day. Exit. 


Enter one in Armour. 
Hef. Stand, ſtand, thou Greek; thou art a goodly 
mark ;— — Ps SE 5 
No? wilt thou not? —I like thy armour well; 
I'll fruſh it, and unlock the rivets all, 
But I'll be maſter of it —Wilt thou not, beaſt, abide ? 
Why then, fly on, I'Il hunt thee for thy hide. [ Exit. 


6＋— — 


* * 


— — 


SCENE VII. Another Part of the Field. 


Enter ACHILLES with MyRMIDONS. 


Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons ; 
Mark what I fay,—Attend me where 1 wheel: 
Strike not a ſtroke, but keep yourſelves in breath; 
And when I have the bloody Hector found, 

Empale him with your weapons round about; 
In felleſt manner execute your arms. 
Follow me, ſirs, and my proceeding eye. 


It is decreed—Hector the great muſt die. [ Exeunt. 


K 


— 


SCENE VIII. The ſome. 


Enter THERsSITEs, MEN EL Aus, and PARIS. 


Ther. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at it: 
Now, bull! now, dog i Loo, Paris, loo] now my 
double-hen'd ſparrow ! loo, Paris, loo! The bull has 

the game ;—'ware horns, ho! 

| | [ Exeunt PARIS and MENELAUS, 
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04 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


Enter MARGARELON. 
Alur. Turn, ſlave, and fight. 


Tber. What art thou! 
Aar. A baſtard fon of Priam's. 


Ther. IJ am a baſtard too; I love baſtards: I am a 


baſtard begot, baſtard inſtructed, baſtard in mind, baſtard 
in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear will 
not bite another, and wherefore ſhould one baſtard ? Take 
heed, the quarre!'s moſt ominous to us: if the ſun of a 
whore light for a whore, he tempts Judgment: Farewell, 
baitard. 

Mar. The devil take thee, coward ! [Exeunt. 


6— — 
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SCENE IX. Auuther Part of the Fiel. 


Enter HECTOR. « 


Hef, Moſt putrefied core, fo fair without, 
Thy goodly armour thus hath colt thy life. 
Now is my day's work done; I'll take good breath: 
Reſt, ſword : thou hait thy fill of blood and death! 


Enter ACH1LLES and his MyRMIDONS. 


Achil. Look, Hector, how the ſun begins to ſet ; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels: 
Even with the veil and dark'ning of the ſun, 
To cloſe the day up, Hector's life is done. 
Hebt. I am unarm'd; forego this vantage Greek. 
Acbil. Strike, fellows, ſtrike; this is the man I ſeek. 
[Heron fall, 
So, Ilion, fall thou next! now, Troy, ſink down; 
Here lies thy heart, thy ſinews, and thy bone.— 
On, Myrmidons; and cry you all amain, 
Achilles bath the mighty Hector ſlam. 
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 
Myr. "The Trojan trumpets ſound. the like, a my lord. 
Abit. The dragon wing of night o'er{preads the earth, 
And, ſtickler-like, the armies ſeparates. 
My halſupt ſword, that frankly would have fed, 
Plcas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed, — 
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| TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, 95 


Come, tie his body to my horſe's tail; 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [ Exeunt. 
| Sound Retreat. Shout. 


* 


—— 


— 


8E E NE X. Another Part of the Field. 


Enter AGAMEMNON, A] Ax, MENELAUS, NESTOR, 

EL . DiomEDEs, and the reſt, marching. 

Aa. Hark | hark ! what ſhout is that? 

F. . Peace, drums. 
Sol. Achilles! Achilles! Hector's ſlain ! Achilles! A 
Dio. The bruit is Hector's lain, and by Achilles. . 
Ajax. If it be ſo, yet bragleſs let it be; 

Great Hector was as good a man as he, 

Aga. March patiently along: Let one be ſeat, 

To pray Achilles ſce us at our tent. 

If in his death the gods have us befriended, 

Great Troy is ours, and our ſharp wars are ended. 


; [ Excunt, 


——_.. uw * 


_— 


SCENE Xl. The fame, : 
Enter ENE 2s, and Trans. | a 


Ene. Stand, ho! yet are we maſters of the field: 
Never go home; here ſtarve we out the night. 


CAT 


— 


| Enter TROILUS, 
Troi. Hector is ſlain. 
All. Hector the gods forbid ! 
Troi. He's dead; and at the murderer's horſe's tail, 
In beaſtly ſort, dragg'd through the ſhameful field. — 
Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with ſpeed ! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and ſmile at Troy! 
ay, at once! let your brief plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our ſure deſtruction on |! 
Ene. My lord, you do diſcomfort all the hoſt, 
Troi. You underſtand me not, that tell me fo: ; 
I do not ſpeak of flight, of fear, of death; 
But dare all imminence, that gods and men | 
Addreſs their dangers in. Hector is gone! 
Who ſhall tell Priam fo, or Hecuba ? 
et kim, that will a ſcreech-owl aye be call'd, 


So in to Troy, and fy there Hector's dead 
| There is a word will Priam turn to ſtone; 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 


Hope of revenge ſhall hide our inward woe. 


Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar- s fall: 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give ſome groans, 


95 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA; 


Cold ſtatues of the youth; and, in a word, 

Scare Troy out of itſelf. But, march, away: 

Hector is dead; there is no more to fay. 

Stay yet You vile abominable tents, 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains, 

Let Titan riſe as early as he dare, 

I'll through and through you l And thou, great-hz d 
coward! 

No ſpace of earth ſhall ſunder our two hates; 

I'll an thee, like a wicked conſcience itil}, 

That mouldeth goblins ſwift as frenzy thoughts. _ 

Strike a free march to Troy !—with comfort go; 


[ Exeunt Ex EAS, Oc. 
Enter Pa N DARus 
Pan. Do you hear; my lord; do you hear? 
Troi. Hence, broker lacquey! i ignomy and ſhame 
Purſue thy life, and live aye with thy name! sit. 
Pan. A goodly med' cine for my aching bones! — 
Oh, world! world! world! thus is the poor agent deſpis'd 
O traitors and bawds, how earneſtly are they ſet a work, 
and how ill requited! Why ſhould our endeavour be 10 
lov'd, and the performance fo loath'd? what verſe for it? 
what inſtance for it? let me ſee :— 
Full merrily the humble bee doth ſing, 
Till he hath loſt his honey and his ſting: 
But being once ſubdu'd in armed tail, 
Sweet honey and ſweet notes together . 
Good traders in the fleſh, ſet this in your painted c cloths, 
As many as be here of Pandar' s hall, 


Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 

Brethren and ſiſters, of the hold-door trade, 

Some two months hence my will ſhall here be made: 

It thould be now, but that my fear is this — 

Some galled gooſe of Wincheſter would hifs : 

Pill chen, Pl ſweat, and ſeek about for eaſes ; 

And, at that time, bequeath you my diſeaſes, [Ext 
THE END --- | | 
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'DRAMATIS PERSON. 
ME N. 

SATURNINUS, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and afier- 
wards declared Emperor himſelf. 

BasSANIUs, Brother to Saturninus, in love with Lavinia, 

FiTus ANDRONICUS, à noble Roman, General agamft the 
Goths. 

Marcus ANDRONICUS, Tribune of the People, and Bro. 
ther to Titus. 

Marcus, } 

QvinTvs, 

Lucivs, 

MurTivs, 

Young Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius, 

PuBLI1Us, Son to Marcus the Tribune, and Nephew to Ti. 
tus Andronicus, | 

SEM RONIVs. 

ALARBUS, 

CHIRON, Cons to Tamora. 

DEMETRIUS, 

AARON, a Moor, belov' d by Tabs. 

Captain from Titus's Camp, 

AMiLius, a Meſſenger, 

Goths and Romans, 

Clown. 


Sons to Titus Andronicus. 


WOMEN. 
Tama A, Ou of the Goths, and Nun married to 
Saturninus. 


Lavinia, Daughter to Titus e 
Nurſe, with a Black-a-moor Child. 


Senators, Judges, Officers, 8 0 ldiers, and other Attendants. 
Ser 25 Rome 5 and the Country near it. 
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A 0 T. I, 
8 0 E N E. 1. Before the Capitol in Rome. 


Unter the Tribanes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate, 
Then enter SATUNINUS and his Followers at one Door ; 
and BAss AN Us and his Fene at 12 ether; 201 
Drum anf Colour. 
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OBLE patricians, patrons of my nieht, 
Defend the juſtice of my cauſe with arms; 
And, countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead my ſucceſſive title with your ſwords: 
I am his firſt- born ſon, that was the laſt 
That ware the i imperia diadem of Rome; 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 
Baß. Romans, — friends, followers, favourers of my 
right,— 
If ever Baſſantus, Cæſar's ſon, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this paſſage to the Capitol; 
And ſuffer not diſhonour to approach 
The imperial ſeat, to virtue conſecrate, | 
To juſtice, continence, and hobilitj ; 
But let deſert in pure election ſhine; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in yOu! choice, 
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Enter Marcus ANDRONICUS abt : with the Crown 


(2 


Mer. Princes, that ſtrive by 5 fadtions, and by friends, 
Ambiriouſly for rule and empery 1 

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand 
A 2 
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A ſpecial party, have, by common voice, 
In election for the Roman emperyz 
Choſen Andronicus, ſurnamed Pius, 
For many good and great deſerts to Rome: 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Lives not this day within the city walls: 
He by the Senate is accited home, | 
From weary war againſt the barbarous Goths ; 
That, with his fons, a terror to our foes, 
Hath yok'd a nation ſtrong, train up in arms. 
Ten years are ſpent, ſince firft he undertook 
This cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with arms 
Our enemies' pride: Five times he hath return 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons 
In coffins from the field; - 
And now, at laſt, laden with honour's ſpoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Kenowned Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 
Let us entreat,—By honour of his name, 

Whom, worthily, you would have now fucceed, 
And in the Capitol and fenate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength 3 

 Diſmils your followers, and, as ſuitors ſhould, F 
Plead your deferts in peace and humbleneſs. Y 
Sat. How fair the tribune ſpeaks to ealm my thoughts 
Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, fo I do affy 
In thy uprightneſs and integrity. 
And fo 1 love and honour thee, and thine, 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his ſons, | 
And her, to whom our thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 
That I will here diſmiſs my loving friends; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, 
| Commit my cauſe in balance to be weigh'd. 
| FFF... e 
| Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my right, 
I thank you all, and here difmiſs you alf? 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myſelf, my perſon and the cauſe: 


TITUS ARDRORICUS. 5 


Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee.— 
Open the gates and let me in. | 
Baſ. Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor, | 
VS LS 4 [They go into the Senate Houſe, 
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| | Enter a Captain. 

Capt. Romans, make way ; the good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's beſt champion, 4 
Succeſsful in the battles that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is return d, 
From where he circumſcribed with his ſword, 
And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome. 


Sound drums and Trumpets, and then enter Mur ius and 


Marcus : after them, two men bearing a Coffm cover ds 


201th Blact; then QUINTUs and Lucius. After them 
Titus ANDRONICUS ; and then T AMORA, the Queen 
of Goths, ALARBUS, CHIRON, and DEMETRIUS, with 
AARON the Moor, Priſoners; Soldiers, and other Atten- 
dants. They ſet 4own the Coffin, and T 1Tvs ſpeaks, 


Tit. Hail, Rome! victorious in thy. mourning weeds / 
Lo! as the bark, that hath diſcharg'd her fraught, 
© Returns with precious lading to the bay, 
From whence at firſt ſhe weigh'd her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, 
To re-falute his country with his tears; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. — 
Thou, great defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant ſons, - 
Half of the number that king Priam had, 
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead! 
Thoſe that ſurvive, let Rome reward with love; 
Theſe, that I bring unto their lateſt bome, 
With burial among their anceſtors: | 
Here Goths have given me leaye to ſheath my ſword. 
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Titus, unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 
Why ſuffer'ſt thou thy ſons, unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful ſhore of Styx: 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. _. 
They open the Tortb, 

There greet in ſilence, as the dead were wont, 
And fleep in peace, lain in your country's wars 
O ſacred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
How many ſons of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more? 

Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Goths, 
That we may hue his limbs, and, on 3 pile, bh 
Al manes fratrum, facrifice his flcth, N 


| | A mother” 8 tears in * we for her don; 

And, if thy ſons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my ſon to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify.thy triumphs, and return, 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ? 
But muſt my ſons be ſlaughter'd in the * 
For valiant doings in their country's cauſe ? 
O! if to fight for king and common-weal | 
Were piety in thine, it is in theſqm 
Andronicus, ſtains not thy tomb with blood; 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Draw near, them then in being merciful: 
Sweet mercy is nobility 2s true badge; 
Thrice noble Titus, ſpare my firlt-borne ſon. 

Tit. Patient yourſelf, madam, and pardon me. 

Theſe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold 
Alive, and dead; and for their brothiten Hain, 
Relig aan they. aka fatrinbe r- „na ee 
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To this your ſon is mark'd ; and die he muſt, 

I appeaſe their groaning ſhadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him! and make a fire ſtraight; = 

And with our ſwords, upon a pile of wood. 1 

Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean conſum'd. On 1 
[ [Exeunt Murius, MaRcus, QUiNTUs, and 

| Lucips, with AL ARBus. 

Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety! _ 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half ſo barbarous? 

Dem. Oppoſe not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 

Alarbus goes to reſt ; and we ſurvive 

To tremble under Titus' threatening look. _ 

Then, madam, ftand reſoly'd ; but hope withal, 

The ſelf-ſame gods that arm'd the. queen of Troy, 

With opportunity of ſharp revenge 

Upon the Tracian tyrant in his tent, 

May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths 

(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen), 

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Enter Muriuvs, Marcus, QalNrus, and Lucius. 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd 

Our Roman rites: Alarbus? limbs are lopp'dʒ 

And entrails feed the ſacrificing fire. 

Whoſe ſmoke, like incenſe, doth perfume the ſky, 

Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren, + 

And with loud *larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be ſo; and let Androniſu s 

Make this his lateſt farewell to their ſouls. | 

[ Then ſound Trumpets, and lay the ns in the Tomb. 

In peace and honour reſt you here my ſons; 

Rome's readieſt champions, repoſe you here, 

Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps! 

Here lurks no treaſon, here no envy ſwells ; 

Here grow no damn'd grudges; here no ſtorm, 

No-noife, but ſilence and eternal ſleep: 
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„Enter LAvIN IA. 
In peace and hanour geſt you here my ſons! 
av, In peace and hondur live lord Titus long; 
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But ſafer triumph is this funeral pomp, 


Whoſe friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 


Than his, that ſhakes for age and feebleneſs : 


Rome, I have been thy foldier forty years, 


8 TITUS AN pRONHE,οs. 


My noble lord and father live in fame 

Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears 

J render, for my brethren's obſequies; 

Andfat thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 

Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome: 

O, bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 

Whoſe fortune Rome's beſt citizens applaud ! _ 
Tit. Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly reſerv'd 

The cordial of mine age; to glad my heart! — 

Lavinia, live; out live thy father's days, 

And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praiſe! 
Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 

Gracious triumphet in the eyes of Rome! 
Tit. Thangs, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mar. And welcome nephews, from ſucceſsful wars, 

You that ſurvive, and you that ſleep in fame 

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all,” 8 

That in your country's ſervice drew your ſwords; 


That hath aſpir d to-Solon's happineſs, - 
And triumph's over chance, in honour's bed, — 
Titus Andronicus, theÞpeople of Rome, 


Send thee by me, their tribune, and their truſt, 
This palliament of white and ſpotleſs hue ; 
And name thee in election for their empire, 
With theſe our late · deceaſed emperor's ſons: 
Be condidatus then, and put it on, PEP 
And help to ſet u head on headleſs Rome. 
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 


Be choſe with praclamations to-day z; 
To-morrow yield up rule, reſign my life, 
And ſet abroad new buſineſs for you all? 


What! ſhould I don this robe, and trouble you 


And led my country's ſtrength ſuceeſsfullyj; 
And buried one and twenty valiant ſons, 
Knighted in field, ſtain manfully in arms, 

In right and ſerviee of their noble country; 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


Give me a ſtaff of honour for mine age, 

But not a ſceptre to control the world: 

Upright he held it, lords, that held it laſt. = 
Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and aſk the empery. . 
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canſt thou tell) 
Tit. Patience, prince Saturninus.— e 
Sat. Romans, do me right; 

Patricians, draw your ſwords, and ſheath them not, 

Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor ;— _ 

Andronicus, would thou were ſhip'd to hell, 

Rather than rob me of my people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturninus! interrupter of the good 

That noble- minded Titus means to thee l- 

Tit. Content thee, prince; I will reſtore to thee 

The people's hearts, and wean them from themſelves, 
Baſ. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 

But honour thee, and will do till I die: 

My faction, if thou ſtrengthen with thy friends, 

I will moſt thankful be: and thanks, to men 

Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit, People of Rome, and people's tribunes here, 

I aſk your voices and your ſuffrage s 

Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 
Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus, 

And gratulate his Hate return to Rome, 

The people will accept who he admite. 
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you: and this ſuit I make, 

That you create your emperor's eldeft ſon, 

Lord Saturnine ; whoſe virtues will, I hope, 

Neflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth, 

And ripen juſtice in this common-weal z 

Then if you will ele&t by my advice,. 

Crown him, and ſay, — Long live our emperor | 
Mar. With voices and applauſe of every ſort, 

Patricians and plebeians, we create | 

Lord Saturninus Rome's great emperor; _ 5 

And ſay, — Long lius our emperor Saturnine! 

I ong flouriſh, till they come downs 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this da, 


10 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


I give thee thanks in part of thy deſerts, s 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs: . _ 
And, for an onfet, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, ; 
Lavinia will J make my empereſs, 5 
Rome's royal miſtreſs, miſtreſs of my heart, 
And in the ſacred Pantheon her eſpouſm . 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleaſe thee? 
Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and, in this match, 
I hold me highly Saale, of your grace: 
And here, in ſight of Rome, to Saturnine.— 
King and commander of our commomzweal, 
The wide world's emperor,—do I] conſecrate 
My ſword, my chariot, and my priſoners; 
Preſents well worthy Rome's imperial lord: 
Receive them then, the tribute that Lowe, 
Mine bonour's enſigus humbled at thy feet. 
Seat. Thanks, noble Titus, 3 my life! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome ſhall record; and, when I do forget 
The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable deſerts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to mm. 
Tit. Now, madam, are you priſoner to an emperor. 
„ ͤͥͤ?: een. 
Jo him, that for your honour and your ſtate, 
Will uſe you 70 75 and your followers, 
i Sat. A 74 Vlad 1 truſt me of the hue | 
That I would 3 Were I to chooſe ane w. 
Clear up, fair. queen, that cloudy countenance; 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou com'ſt not to be made 2 ſcorn in Rome: 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage eyery way, 
Reſt on my word, and Jet not diſcontent _ 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam, he comforts you, 
Can make you greater than fe 1 of Goths.— 
Lavinia, you are not diſpleas'd with this? 
Lav, Not h my lord; fith true nobility 
Warrants theſe words in pringely courteſy. = 
| Sat. Thanks, (yet Lavinia, Romans, let us go: 
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Tlrus ANDRONICUS, 11 


Ranſomleſs here we ſet our priſoners free; 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump acid drum. 
Baſ. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 
[ Serzing LAvINIA. 
Tit. How, fir * ? Are you in earneſt then my lord? 
Baſ. Ay, noble Titus: and reſolv'd withal, 
To do N this reaſon and this right. 
0 [The Emperor courts TAMORA in dumb ſhew. 
Mar. guum cuique is our Roman juſtice: 
This prince in juſtice feizeth but his own. | 
Luc, And that he will, and ſhall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avaunt ! | Where is the emperor's guard? 
Treaſon, my lord! Lavinia is ſurpris'd. 
Cat. Surpris'd! By whom? 
Baſ. By him that juſtly may | 
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. 
[Exit Bassanivus and LAVINIA. 
Met. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my ſword PII keep this door ſafe. 
Tit, Follow, my lord, and PI! ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord, you paſs not here, 
Tit. What! villain boy, | 


| Barr'ſ me my way in Rome? = (Tirvs kills Mur. 


Mut. Help, Lucius, help! 
Luc. My lord, you are unjuſt, and more than ſo; 


In N quarrel you have flain your fon. 


Tit. Not thou, nor he, or any ſons of mine; 
My ſons would never ſo diſhonour me: 


e reſtore Lavinia to the emperor. 


Luc. Dead, if you will; but not to be his wife, 
That is another's lawful promis'd love. 

Sat. No, Titus, no; the empetor needs her not. 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock: 
Tl truſt by leiſure him that mocks me once; 
Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty ſons, 
Confederates all thus to diſhonour me. 
Was there none elſe in Rome to make a ſtale of 

ut Saturnine ? Full well, Andronicus, 5 
Agree theſe deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
That ſaid'ſt I begg'd the empire at thy hands, 


j 
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Epter Mice AnmRom eos vgs vs, Quneros, and 


12 TITUS ANDRONICUS; * 


Tit. O monftrous { what reproachful words are theſe? 
Sat, But go thy ways; go, give that changing piece, 


To him that flouriſh'd for her with his ſword. . 


A valiant ſon-in-law thou ſhalt enjoy; _ 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs ſons , 
Ta ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. | _ 
Tit. Theſe words are razors to my: wounded heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely. Tamora, quęen of Goths,— | 


That, like the ſtately Phoebe mong her nymphs, 


Doft over-ſhine the gallant'ſt dames of Rome, 


If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden. choice, 


Behold, I chooſe thee, Tamora, for my bride, : 
And will create thee emnerels of Rome. 
Speak, queen of Goths, doſt thou applaud my choice? 2 
And here I ſwear by all the Romans Gods, : 

Sith prieſt and holy water are ſo near, 

And- tapers burn fo bright, and every” thing 


In readineſs for Hymeneus ſtands, + + 
1 will not re- ſalute the ſtreets of Ts: 


Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead, eſpous d, my bride along with me. 
"Pom. And here: ; in fight of heaven, to Rome I ſwear, 
If Saturnine advance the queen of OY w 
She will a handmaid be to his defires, + 
A loving nurſe, a mother to his youth. _ 
Sat. Aſcend, fair queen, Pantheon: Lords accompany 
Your noble emperor, and his loyely bude, 
Sent by the heavens for printe Saturnine, 
Whoſe wiſdom hath her fortune conquered: 
There ſhall we conſummate our ſpouſal rites. [ Exeunt, 


Manet Trrus ANDRONICUS, 


7; it. I am not bid to wait upon this bride; . 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Diſhonour'd thus, and challenged of ae ? 


'- Marcvs. 


Mar. 0, Titus, 15. 040 what thou haſt done b 
In a bad quarrel. lain. a yirtuous ſon. 
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TITUS ANDRONIcs. 13 


- -* Fit. No, fooliſh tribune, no; no fon of mine, 


Nor thou, nor theſe, confederates in the deed 

That hath diſhonour'd all our family; 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy ſons ! | 
Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes : 

Give Mutius burial with our brethren. _ 
Tit, Traitors, away! he refts not in this tomb. 


This monument five hundred years hath ſtood, | 


Which I have ſumptuouſly re-edified; 


Here none but ſoldiers, and Rome's ſervitors, 


Repoſe in fame; none baſely ſlain in brawis : 
Burry him where you can he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you : | 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him; 
He muſt be buried with his brethren. _ 


[T1Tus' Sons ſpeak. 


Sons. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. | 
Tit. And ſhall! What villain was it ſpoke that word ? 
. RY [Tirus' Son ſpealts. 
Sp He that would vouch it in any place but here. 
Tit. What, would you bury him in my deſpight ? 
Mar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 3 
Tit. Marcus, even thou haſt ſtrugk upon my creſt, 


And, with theſe boys, mine honour thou haſt wounded. 


My foes I do repute you every one; 


So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 


Luc. He is not with himſelf; let us witdraw, 
Quin. Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried. a 
n [The Brother and the Sons kneel. 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead, 
uin. Father, for in that name doth nature ſpeak. 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my ſoul, — 
Luc. Dear father, ſoul and ſubſtance of us all, — 
Aar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtues neit, 
That died in honour and Lavinia's cauſe. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
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Be barr'd his entrance here. 


Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 


No man ſhed tears for noble Murius; 3 
He lives in fame, that dy'd in virtue's cauſe. 


How comes it, that the ſubtle queen of Goths 


Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 


God give you joy, fir, of your gallant bride. 
Nor wiſh no leſs; and fo I take my leave. 
Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this rape. 

My true betrothed love, and now my wife? 


Mean while I am poſſeſs d of that is mine. 


14 TiTUs ANDRONIECUS: 
That flew himſelf; and wiſe Laertes' ſon 2 
Did graciouſſy plead for his funerals: 

Let not young Mutius then; that was thy) joy 


Tit. Riſe, Marcus, riſe:.— 
The diſmalleſt day is this, that ere I faw 
To be diſhonour'd by my ſons in Rome {— 


[They put him in the Tomb, 

Luc. There lie thy bones, ſweet Mutius, with thy 
friends, 

Till we with trophies do aloe thy tomb 2 — 

[They all kneel and ſay; 


Mar. My lord,—to ſtep out of theſe dreary dumps, 


Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome 
Tit. I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is; 
If by device, or, the heavens can tell; 
Is ſhe not then beholden to the man 
That bought her for this high good tufn ſo far? 


Flourifh; Re-enter the Emperor, Tamoka, CRO, 
DEMETRIUs, with AARON the Moor, at one Door: At 
the other Door, BASSLANUS and Lavini Ay with others, 


Sat. So, Baſſianus, you have play'd your prize 

Baſ. And you of yours, my lord: I ſay no more, 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 

Baſ. Rape, call you it, my lord, to ſeize my own, 
But let the laws of Rome determine all; 

Sat. Tis good, ſir: Vou are very 5 with us; 


But, if we live, We'll be as ſharp with you · 
34, My lord, what L have done, as bel 1 may, 
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TiITUS ANDRONICUS, 15 
Anſwer I muſt, and ſhall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know;,— | 
By all the duties which I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd; 
That in the reſcue of Lavinia, 7 
With his own hand did flay his youngeſt ſon, 
In zeal to you; and highly mov'd to wrath _ 
To be control'd in that he frankly gave: 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine; 
That hath expreſs'd himſelf, in all his deeds, 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baſſianus, leave to plead my deeds ; 
*Tis thou, and thoſe, that have diſhonour'd me: 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 
How I have lov'd and honour'd Saturnine! 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me ſpeak, indifferently for all; 

And at my ſuit, ſweet, pardon what is paſt. 

Sat. What, madam ! be diſhonour'd openly, 


E And baſely put it up without revenge; 


Tam. Not ſo, my lord: The gods of Rome foreſend, 
I ſhould be authour to diſhonour you: 


But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 

For good lord Titus? innocence in all, | 
Whoſe fury, not difſembled, ſpeaks his griefs : 
Then, at my ſuit, look-graciouſly on him; 


Loſe not ſo noble a friend on vain ſuppoſe, 


Nor with ſour looks afflict his gentle heart. 
WW Ils to DATURNINUS. 

Ply lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laſt, ! 
iſſemble all your griefs and diſeontents: 

You are but newly planted in your throne; 

Left then the people, and patricians too, 

Upon a juſt ſurvey, take Titus's part; 

And fo ſupplant us for ingratitule 

(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous ſin,) 

Vield at entreats, and then let me alone: 

Il find a day to maſſacre them all, 
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15 TITUS ANDRONICUS: 


That have reconciPd your friends and you 


My word and promiſe to the emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable.— 


Andraze their faction, and their family, 

The cruel father and his traiterous ſons, 

To whom I ſued for my dear ſon's life; 

And make them know, what 'tis to let a queen 
Kneel in the ſtreets, and beg for grace in vain. ]|— 
Come, come, ſweet emperor,—come, Andronicus, 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Riſe Titus, riſe; my empreſs hath prevail'd. 
Tit. I thank your majeſty, and her, my lord. 
Theſe words, theſe looks, infuſe new life in me. 

Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And muſt adviſe the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ;—- 
And let it be mine honour good my lord, 


For you, prince Baſſianus, I have paſt 


And fear not lords, — and you, Laviniaz— 
By my advice, al! humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall aſk pardon of his majeſty. 1 
Luc. We do; and vow to heaven, and to his highneſs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tend'ring our ſiſter's honour, and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteſt. 


| Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.— 


Tam. Nay, nay, ſweet emperor, we muſt all be friends: 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; 


A will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 


Sat. Marcus, for thy ſake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats, 
do remit the young men's heinous faults. 
Stand ß. nant: 
Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend; and {ure as death I ſware, 
I would not part a batchelor from the prieſt. 
Come, if the emperar's court can feaſt two brides, 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS, 17 


Vou are my gueſt, Lavinia, and your friends: — 
This day ſhall be a lovely day, Tamora. 

Tit, To-morrow, an' it pleaſe your majelty, 
Fo hunt the panther and the hart, with me, . 
With horn and hound, we'll giye your grace L,; 
Sat. Be it ſo, Titus, and gramercy too, [Eceunt. 
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a e II. 
SCENE I., Before the Palace. 
Enter AARON alone, 
Aaron. | 

Now clymbeth Tamora Olympus? top, 
| Y Safe out of fortune's ſhot; and ſits aloft; . 
Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning flaſh ; ON = 
Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach. 
As when the golden ſun ſalutes the morn, A | 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, \ 
Gallops the zodiac in his gliſtering coach, 
And overlooks the higheſt-peering hills; i 
do Tamora— 4 
Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 
And virtue ſtoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart; and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial miſtreſs, f 
And mount her pitch; whom thou in triumph long 
Haſt priſoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains; 
And taſter bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucaſus, _ 
Away with {laviſh weeds, and idle thoughts! 
1 will be bright, and ſhine in pearl and gold, 
To wait upon this new-made empereſs. 
To wait, ſaid 14, to wanton with, this queen, 
This goddeſs, this Semiramis ;—this queen, 
This {yren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine 
And ſee his ſhipwreck; and his common-weal'ss = 
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18 TITUS AN pRONIcUS. 


Enter CHIRON and DEMETRTVUs, braving. 


Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge, 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd; 
And may, for aught thou know'ſt, affected be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou Joſt over-ween in all; 
And ſo in this, to bear me down with braves. 
*T'is not the difference of a year or two, 
Makes me leſs gracious, or thee more fortunate : 
I am as able, and as fit, as thou, 
To ſerve, and to deſerve my miſtreſs? grace; 
And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſſions for Lavinia's love. 
Aar. Clubs, clubs — Theſe lovers will not keep the 
peace. 
Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd, 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your ſide, 
Are you ſo deſperate grown to threat your friends? 
Go to; have your lath glu'd within your ſheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 
Chbi. Mean while, fir, with the little ſkill 1 have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Diem. Ay, boy, grow ye ſo brave? _ [Thy draw. 
Aar. Why, how now, lords ? 
So near the emperor's palace dare you 1 
And maintain ſuch a quarrel openly? 
Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge ; 
would not for a million of gold, 
The cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns: 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
Be ſo diſhonour'd in the court of Rome. 
For ſhame, put up. 


hi. Not. I; till 1 bart westhd 


_ My rapier in his boſom, and, withal, 


Thruſt theſe reproaghful. ſoreches down his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſſionour here. 

Dem. For that I am prepar'd and full reſoly'd, — 
Foul- ſooken coward; that thunder ſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing darſt perform. 

Aar. Away, I ſay. - 


Now i the Sols, that warlike : Goths adore, 
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11 us ANDRONICUS: 79 


This petty brabble will undo us all. 
Why, lords, —and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince's right? 
What, is Lavinia then become ſo looſe, 
Or Baffianus ſo degenerate, 
That for hier Jove ſuch quarrels may be broach'd; 
Without controlment, juſtice, or revenge? 
Young lords, beware an' ſhould the empreſs know 
This diſcord's ground, the muſic would not pleaſe. 
Chi. I care not, I, knew: ſhe and all the World; 
I love Lavinia more chan all the world. | 
Dem. Youngling; learn thou to make ſome meaner 
2 choice: 7 FO 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope: 
Aar. Why, are ye mad? or know you not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitors in lo re? 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot Yous deaths 
By this device. \ 
"Gs. Aaron, a thouſand deaths would I W 
To achieve her I do love. 2 
Aar. To achieve her ?=-How? + 
Dem. Why mak'ft thou it ſo ſtrange? 
She is a vioman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be lov'd -, 
What,. man! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of ; 'and eaſy it is 
fa cut loaf. fo fteal a ſive, we know: 
Though Baſſianus be the emperor's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 
Aar. Ay and as good as Saturninus may. 22 
Dem. Then whe ſhould he deſpair that knows to court 
3 it 8 0 HMI e — 3 8150 
With words; fair Jocks; and: liderality?- 1 = 
What, haſt thou not full often ſtruck a adde 800 5 
And borne her eleanly by the keeper's noſe? Ya 
Har.” Why then, it ſees; lan © certaiti ; match « or 0 
Would — gion nag 2-12:v-B 4 


20 TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſerv'd. 
Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too; 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, — And are you ſuch fools, 
To ſquare for this? Would it oftend you then 
That both ſhould ſpeed? 
Chi. *Faith, not me. ; 
Dem. Nor me, ſo I were one. 
Aar. For ſhame, be friends; and join for that you jar. 
*T is policy and ſtratagem mult do 
That you affect; and ſo mult you reſolve ; 
That what you cannot, as you would, achieve, 
Lou muſt perforce accompliſh as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſte 
han this Lavinia, Baſſianus' love. 
A ſpeedier courſe than lingering languiſhment 
Muſt we purſue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a ſolemn hunting is in hand; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 
The foreſt walks are wide and ipacious ; 
And many unfrequented plots.there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and villany : 
Single you thither then this dainty doe, 5 
And ſtrike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. 
Come, come, our emperefs, with her ſacred wit, 
To villany and vengeance conſecrate, 
We will acquaint with all that we intend; 
And ſhe ſhall ile our engines with advice, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare yourſelves, 
But to your wiſhes' height advance you both. 
The emperor's court is like the houſe of fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthleſs, dreadful, deaf, and dull ; 
There ſpeak; and ſtrike, brave boys, and take your turns: 
There ſerve your luſt, ſhadow'd from heaven's eye, 
And revel in Lavinia's treaſury. + | 
i. Thy counſel, lad, ſmells of no cowardice, 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


Den. Sit fas aut nefas, *till I find the ſtream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm theſe fits, 
Per Stygia, per Manes vehir. © [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE U. Changes to a Forgſt. 


Enter Tirus ANDRONICUsS and his three Sons, with 
Hounds and Horns, and Marcus. 


Tit. The hunt is up, the morning is bright and grey, 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green: 5 


Uncouple here, and let us make a bay, 

And wake the emperor, and his lovely bride, 
And rouſe the prince; and ring a hunter's peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noilz, 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To tend the emperor's perſon carefully : 

] have been troubled in my ſleep this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inſpir'd, 


Here a cry of Hounds, and Wind Horns in a Peal: then 
enter SATURNINUs, TAMoRA, BasSiAnuUs, La- 
VINIA, CHIRON, DEMETRIUS, and their Attendants. 


Tit. Many good morrows to your majeſty ;— 
Madam, to you as many and as good! 
I promiſed your grace a hunter's peal. 
Sat. And you have rung it luftily, my lords, 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 
Ba. Lavinia, how ſay you! 
Lav. I fay, no; 
| have been broad awake two hours or more. 
Sat. Come on then, horſe and chariots let us have, 
And to our ſport:— Madam, now ye ſhall fee 
Our Roman hunting. [To TAMOR A, 
Mar. J have dogs, my lord. | 
Vill rouſe the proudeſt panther in the chaſe, 
And climb the higheſt promontory top. 
Tit, And have Horſe will follow®where the game 


Makes way, and run like ſwallows o'er the plain. 


Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horſe nor hound, 
But hope to pluek a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt; 
| S 8 5 
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2% Ti5TUSs ANDRONICUS, 


SCENE III. A diert part of the Foreft, 


Enter AARON alone. 


Aar. He, that had wit, would think that [ had non, 
To bury ſo much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him, that thinks of me ſo abjectly, 
Know, that this gold muſt coin a ſtratagem; 
Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany : 
And fo repoſe, ſweet gold, for their unreſt, 
That have their alms out of the empreſs' cheſt. 


Enter TAM-ORA. 


Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look ſt thou fad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaſt? 
The birds chaunt melody on every buſh ; 
The ſaake lies rolled in the cheerful ſun 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a chequer'd ſhadow on the ground: 
Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And—whilſt the babbling echo mocks the hounds, 
| Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at ONCEe,— 
Let us fit down, and mark their yelling noiſe : : 
And—after conflict ſuch as was ſuppos'd 
The wanderipg! prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpris'd, 
And curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave. — 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
Our paſtimes done, poſſeſs a golden lumber z 
W hiſt hoynds, and horns, and ſweet melodious birds, 
Be unto us, as is a nurſe's fong 
Of lullably, to bring her babe afleep. 
Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your defires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine: 
What ſignifies my deadly- ſtanding eye, 
My ſilence, and my cloudly melancholy ? 
My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls, 
. Even as an adder, when ſhe doth unroll 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 23 


E 'To do ſome fatal execution ? 

No, madam, theſe are no venereal ſigns; _ 

: Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark Tamora,—the empereſs of my ſoul, 

Which never hopes more heaven than reſts in thee, 
EF This is the day of doom for Baſſianus; 

E His Philomel muſt loſe her tongue to-day; 

= Thy ſons make pillage of her chaſtity, 

And waſh their hands in Baſſianus' blood. 

E Seeſt thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the king this fatal-plotted ſcroll ;— 
Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied; 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives' deſtruction. 
Tam. Ah! my ſweet Moor! ſweeter to me than life! 
Aar. No more, great empereſs, Baſſianus comes: 
ge croſs with him; and I'll go fetch thy ſons 
Lo back thy quarrels, whatſoe'er they be. 


Enter BAsSIAN US and LAVINIA. 


= Baſ. Whom have we here? Rome's royal empereſs, 
* » . . 

= Unfurniſh'd of her well-beſeeming troop ? 

Oris it Dian, habited like her; 

Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 

Io fee the general hunting in this foreſt ? 

Tam. Saucy controuller of our private ſteps ? 

Had I the power, that, ſome ſay, Dian had, 

= Thy temples ſhould be planted preſently 

With horns, as was Acteon's; and the hounds 


4 Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
& Vamannerly intruder as thou art! 


1 Lav. Under your patience, gentle empereſs, 
Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning ; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 


Are ſingled fourth to try experiments: 
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b Jove ſhield your huſband from his hounds to-day ! 
lis pity they ſhould take him for a ſtag, 
a/. Believe me, queen, your ſwarth Cimmerian 
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"I. TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


Spotted, deteſted, and abominable. 
Why are you ſequeſter” d from all your train? 
Diſmounted from your ſnow-white goodly ſteed, 
And wander'd hither to an obſcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul defire had not conducted you? 
Lav. And, being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my noble lord be rated 
For ſaucineſs.—] pray you, let us hence, 
And let her *joy her raven-colonr'd love; 
This valley Pg the purpoſe paſſing well. 
Baſ. The king, my brother, ſhall have note of this, 
Lav. Ay, for theſe flips have made him noted long 
Good king! to be ſo mightily abus di 
Tom. Why have 1 patience to endure all this? 


Enter CHIRON and DEMETRIUS. 


Dem. How now, dear ſovereign, and our gracious 
„ Mother, 
Why does your highneſs look ſo pale and wan ? 
Tam. Have I not reaſon, think you to look pale? 
Theſe two have *tic'd me hither to this place, 
A barren and deteſted vale, you ſee it is: | 
The trees, though ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with moſs, and baleful miſletoe. 
Here never ſhines the ſun: here nothing breeds, 
Unleſs the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
And, when they ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thouſand fiends, a thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed cries, 
As any mortaFbody, hearing it, ; 
Should ſtraight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly, 
No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 
But ſtraight they told me, they would bind me here 
Unto the body of a diſmal yew © 
And leave me to this miſerable death. 
And then they call'd me foul adultereſs, 
Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 


TITUS ANDRONICUS, 25 


That ever ear did hear to ſuch effect. 

And, had you not by wonderous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executed: 

Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 

Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children. 
Dem. This is a witneſs that I am thy ſon. 


[tabs BASSIANUS. 

Chi. And this for me ſtruck home to ſhew my ſtrength. 

. | | [ Stabbing him likewiſe. 

Lav. Ay come, Semiramis, —nay, barbarous Tamora! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own! _ 5 
Tam. Give me thy poniard; you ſhall know, my boys, 
Your mother's hand ſhall right your mother's wrong. 

Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her; 
Firſt, thraſh the corn, then after burn the ſtraw: 
This minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
And with that painted hope ſhe braves your mightineſs: 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? 
Chi. An' if ſhe do, I would I were an eunuch, 
Drag hence her huſband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our luſt. ' 
Tam. But when you have the honey you defire, 
Let not this waſp out-live, us both to ſting. 

Chi. 1 warrant you, madam ; we will make that ſure.— 
Come, miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy 1 
That nice - preſerved honeſty of yours. 

Lav. O Tamora! thou bear'ſt a woman's face 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak; away with her. 
Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 
Dam. Liſten, fair madam: Let it be your glory, 
To ſee her tears; but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 3 
Lav. When did the tyger's young ones teach the dam? 
I O, do not teach her wrath; ſhe taught it thee? | 
= The milk, thou ſuck'ſt from her, did turn to marble; 
Even at thy teat thou had'ſt thy tyranny.— 
Yet every mother breeds not ſons alike; 
Do thou entreat her ſhew a woman pity. [To CHIRON. 


Some fay, that ravens foſter forlorn children, 


Ol be to me, though thy hard heart ſay no, 
Nothing ſo kind, but ſomething pitiful ! 


Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 


And with thine own hands kill me in this place: 


Poor I was ſlain when Baſſianus dy'd.. 
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Chi. What! would'ſt thou have me prove myſelf : 
baſtard? _ Rs 
Lav. Tis true the raven doth not hatch a lark: 
Yet bave I heard (O could I find it now!) 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 


The whilit their own birds famiſh in their neſts : 


Tam, I know not what it means; away with her. 
Lav. O, let me teach thee: for my father's ſake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have ſlain thee, 


Tam. Had'ſt thou in perſon ne'er offended me, 

Even for his ſake am I now pitileſs :— 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 
To fave your brother from the ſacrifice : 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 
Therefore away with her, uſe her as yuu will 
The worſe to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen, 


For tis not life, that I have begg'd ſo long; 


Tam. What begg'ſt thou then? fond woman, let me 
| 80% | N 
Lay. Tis preſent death I beg ; and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell: 


O, keep me from their worſe than killing luſt, 


And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit; 


Where never man's eyes may behold my body: 

Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tam. So ſhould I rob my ſweet ſons of their fee: 

No, let them ſatisfy their luſt on thee. hs 
Dem. Away; for thou haſt aid us here too long. 

| Lav. No grace! no womanhood ! A beaſtly creature! 

The blot and enemy to our general name! 


* 


TITUS ANDRONICUS, Ns | 


Chi. Nay, then I'll top your mouth, - Bring thou her 
| huſband ; Dragging off LAVINIA, 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [ Exeunt. 
Tam. Farewell, my ſons : ſee that you make her ſure: 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, | 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, 
And let my ſpleenful ſons this trull deflow'r. [Exit. 


* 
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= SCENE Iv. 


? 


; L242 J : 
Enter AARON, with QUINTUs, and Marcus. 


Aar. Come on, my lords; the better foot before: 
Straight will I bring you to the loathſome pit, 
Where I eſpied the panther faſt aſleep. 
Duin. My fight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 
Mar. And mine, I promiſe you; wer't not for ſhame, 
Well could I leave our ſport to fleep awhile. : 
& N ARCUS falls into the pit. 
Quin. What, art thou fall'n? What ſubtle hole is this, 
Whoſe mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars; 
Upon whoſe leaves are drops of new-ſhed blood, 
As freſh as morning's dew diſtill'd on flowers? 
A very fatal place it ſeems to me :— _ | 
Speak, brother, haſt thou hurt thee with thy fall ? 
Aar. O brother with the diſmalleſt object 
That ever eye, with ſight, made heart lament. 
Aar. [ Afide.] Now will I fetch the king to find them 
JF | e 
That he thereby may have a likely gueſs, 
How theſe were they that made away his brother. 
2 N [Exit AARON, 
Mar. Why doſtnot comfort me and help me out 
From this unhallow'd and blood - ſtained hole ? 
Quin. I am ſurpriſed with an uncouth fear: 
A chilling fweat o'er-runs my trembling joints; 
Mine heart ſuſpects more than mine eye can ſee. 
Aar. To prove thou haſt a true- divining heart, 


3g 
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Aaron and thou look down into this. den, 
And ſee a fearful fight of blood and death. 
uin. Aaron is gone; and my compaſſionate heart 
Will not permit my eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by ſurmiſe 
O, tell me how it is; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 
Mer. Lord Baffianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a ſlaughter'd lamb, 
In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
Dun. It it be dark, how doit thou know *tis he? 
Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 
Which, like a taper in ſome monument, 
Doth ſhine upon the dead man's earthly cheeks, 
And ſhews the ragged entrails of this pit: 
So pale did ſhine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
O brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, — 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hateful as Cocytus' miity mouth. 
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out, 
Or, wanting ſtrength to do thee ſo much good, 
I may be pluck'd into the ſwallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Baſſianusꝰ grave. 
I have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink, 
Aar. And I no ſtrength to climb without thy help. 
uin. Thy hand once more; I will not laſe again, 
Till chou art here aloft, or I below; 
Thou canſt not come to me, I come to thee. [ Falls in. 


Enter the Emperor and AARON, 


Sat. Along with me:—P1] fee what hole is here 
And what he i is, that now is leap'd into it. 
Say, who art thou, that lately didſt deſcend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth?) 

Mar. The unhappy fon of old Androhicus ; 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky hour, 
To find thy brother Baſſianus dead, 
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Have bereft my brother of his life :— 
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Sat. My brother dead? 1 know thou doſt but jeſt: 
He and his lady both are at the lodge, 
Upon the north ſide of this pleaſant chace 
*T is not an hour fince J left him there, 
Mar. We not where you left him all alive, 
But, out, alas ! here have we found him dead, 


Enter T AMORA, with Attendants ; ANDRONICUS, axd 
Lucivs. 
Tam. Where is my lord, the king? 
Sat. Here, Tamora; though griev'd with killin 
Tam. Where is thy brother Baſhanus ? 


Sat. Now to the bottom doit thou ſearch my wound; 
Poor Baſſianus here lies murdered. 


Tam. Then all too late I-bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeleſs tragedy : 
And wonder greatly that man's face can fold, 
In pleaſing ſmiles, ſuch murderous tyranny. 


[ She giveth SAT. a Litter, 


 SATUNINUS reads the Letter. 
An if we miſs to meet him handſomely, — 

Sweet huntſman— Baſſianus tis we mean, — 
Do thou ſo much as dig the grave jor him; 

T hou know'ſt onr meaning: Look for thy reward 

Among the nettles at the elder-tree, 

Which over-ſhades the mouth of that ſame pit, 

Where we decreed to bury Buſſianus. 

Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſting friends, 


O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ? 

This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : 
Look, firs, if you can find the huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murder'd Baſſianus here. 


Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of 


g grief. 


gold. 

| | Shewing it. 
| curs of bloody kind. 
ave „ BL 
dirs, drag them from the pit unto the priſon; 

There let them bide, until we have devis'd 


Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 


Sat. Two of thy whelps, fe! 


How eafily murder is diſcovered ! 


= TITUS ANDEONICUS. 
Tam. What, are they in this pit! O wond'rous thing! 


Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly ſhed, 
That this fell fault of mine accurſed ſons, 

Accurſed, if the fault be proved in them 

Sat. If it be prov'd! you ſee it is apparent. — 
Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you? 

Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 

Tit. I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail: 
For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 
They ſhall be ready at your highneſs' will, 
Toanſwet their ſuſpicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them : ſee thou follow me. 


Some bring the murder'd body, ſome the murderers : 


Let them not ſpeak a word, the guilt is plain : 
For, by my ſoul, were there worſe end than death, 
That end upon them ſhould be executed. 
Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king; 
Fear not thy ſons, they ſhall do well enough. 
Nit. Rs. Lucius, come; ſtay not to talk with them, 
. xeunt 5 


SCENE v. 


Enter DEMETRIUs and CHIRON, with LAVINIA ra- 
Viſhed 3 ber Hands cut off, and her Tongue cut out. 


Dem. So, now go tell, an' if thy tongue can ſpeak, 
Who *twas that cut thy tongue, and raviſh'd thee. 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo, 
And, if thy ſtumps will let thee, play the ictibe. 
Dem, See how with ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcow!, 
Chi, Go home, call for ſweet water, waſh thy hands. 
Dem. She has no tongue to call, nor hands to waſh ; 
And ſo let's leave her to her-ſilent walks. 
Chi. An'twere my cafe, I ſhould go hang myſelf 
Dem. If thou dad words to help thee knit the cord. 
1818 ee Dun. art Ch. 
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Enter Marcus te Lavinia, 


Mar. Who's this, —my niece, that flies away ſo faſt ? 
Couſin, a word: Where is your huſband ?— "a 
It 1 do dream, would all my wealth would wake me 

If I do wake, ſome planet ſtrike me down, 

That I may ſlumber in eternal fleep ! 
Speak, gentle niece, what ſtern ungentle hand X 
Have lopp'd, and hew'd and made thy body bare 

Of her two branches? thoſe ſweet ornaments, 

| Whoſecircling ſhadows kings have ſought to ſleep in; 
And might not gain fo great a happineſs, 
As half thy love ? Why doſt not ſpeak to me ?— 

Alas, a crimſon river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain ſtirr'd with wind, 

Doth riſe and fall between ty roſy lips, 

Coming and going with thy honey breath, 

But, ſure, ſome Tereus hath deflow'red thee ; 

And, left thou ſhould'ſt detect him, cut thy tongne. 

Ah, now thou turn'ſt away thy face for ſhame ! 

And notwithdanding all this loſs of blood. - 

As from a conduit with their iſſuing ſpouts, — 

Yet doth thy cheeks look red as Titian's face, 

Bluſhing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 

Shall I ſpeak for thee? ſhall I ſay, *tis fo? 

O, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beaſt, 

That J might rail at him to eaſe my mina ! 

Sorrow conceal'd, like an oven ſtopp'd, 

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her tongue, 

And in a tedious ſampler ſew'd her mind: 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from the: 

A craftier Tereus haſt thou met w ital. 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 

That better could have ſew'd than Philomel. 

O bad the monſter ſeen thoſe lily hands ' 

Tremble like aſpen leavts, upon a lufee, 

And make the filken ſtrings delight to kiſs them; : 
He would not then have touch'd'them for his life. 
Ot. had he had heard the heavenly harmony, 

Which that ſweet tongue hath made; 


-. 


R TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


He would have dropt his knife, and fell aſleep; 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind; 

For ſuch a ſight will blind a father's eye: 

One hour's ſtorm will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee ; 

O could our morning eaſe thy miſery ! [ Eceunt, 


— * 


N 
SCENE I. A Street in Rome. 


Enter the Judges and Senators, with Makcus, and Qulx- 
Tus bound, paſſing on the Stage to the place of Exccution, 
and TIrus going before, pleading. 

Titus. | 
HE me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, ſtay! 
For pity of mine age, whoſe youth was ſpent. 

In dangerous wars, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept; 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ſhed ; 
For all the froſty nights that I have watch'd ; 
And for theſe bitter tears, which you now ſee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 
Be pitiful to my condemned ſons, 
Whole ſouls are not corrupted, as *tis thought! 
For two and twenty ſons I never wept, 
Becauſe they died in honour's lofty bed. 

[AN DROxICUs lies down, and the Fudges paſs by bam: 
For theſe, theſe, tribunes in the duſt I write 
My heart's deep langour, and my ſoul's fad tears. 
Let my tears ſtanch the earth's dry appetite ; .- 
My ſon's ſweet blood will make it ſhame and bluſh, _ 
O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain, | Exe. 
That ſhall diſtill from theſe two ancient urns, 
Than youthful April ſhall with all his ſhowers : 
In ſummer's drought, I'll drop upon thee Kill ; 
in winter, with warm tears Ill meit the ſnow, 
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| nd keep eternal ſpring-time on thy face, 
So thou refuſe to drink my dear ſons' blood, 


i Enter Lucius with his Sword dratun. 


O, reveren1 tribunes! gentle aged men! 
Unbind my ſons, ee the doom of death ; 
And let me ſay, that never wept before, 
My tears are now prevailing oratorss. 
Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vain, 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 
And you recount your ſorrows to a ſtone, _ 
Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead — 
Grave tribunes, once more | entreat of you. 5 
Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you ſpeak. 
Tit. Why, tis no matter, man: if they did hear, 
They would not mark me; or if they did mark, 
All bootleſs unto them, they would not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my ſorrows to the ſtones, 
Who, though they cannot anſwer my diſtreſs, 
Yet in ſome ſort they're better than the tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale: 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me z 
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome oak b no tribune like to theſe. | 
A ſtone is ſoft as wax, tribunes more hard than ſtones: 
A ſtone is ſilent, and offendeth no; 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 
| Bur wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawn? 
Luc. To reſcue my two brothers from their death: 
| For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd 
| My everlaſting doom of baniſhment EN 
Tit. O happy man! they have befriended thee. - 
| Why, fooliſh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wilderneſs of tygers; 
| 1ygers muſt prey; and Rome affords no prey, 
ut me and mine: How happy art thou then, 
From theſe devourers to be baniſhed? 
| Lat who comes with our brother Marcus here? C 
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T1 TUS ANDRONECUS, 


34 
Enter Marevs and LAVINIA. | 


Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep; ; 

Or, if not ſo, thy noble heart to break ; 

I bring conſuming ſorrowto thine age. 

Tit, Will it conſume me ? Jet me fee it ens 

Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. | 

Luc. Ah me! this object kills me! 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, ariſe, and look upon her: 
Speak, my Lavinia, what aecurſed hand : 

Hath made thee handleſs in thy father's fight? 

What fool hath added water to the fea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? 

My grief was at the height before thou cam'ſt, 

And now, like Nilus, it diſdaineth bounds, — 

Give me a ſword, P11 chop off my hands too; ; 

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain 

And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life ; 

In bootleſs prayer have they been held up, 

And they have ſerv'd me to effectleſs uſe: 

Now, all the ſervice I require of them, 

Is, that the one will help to cut the other. 

*T'is well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no Hands; . 

F or hands, to do Rome ſervice, ars but vain. | 
Luc, Speak, gentle ſiſter. who hath martyr'd thee? 
Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 

That blabb'd them with ſuch pleaſing eloquence, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage 

W here, like a ſweet melodious bird, it ſung 

Sweet vary'd. notes, enchanting every ear! 
Luc. O, ſay, thou for her, who hath done this deed! 
Mar. 8, thus I found her, ſtraying in the park, 

Seeking to hide herſelf; as doth. the deer... 

That hath receiy'd ſome unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer; and he that wounded he 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me Lend: 
For now, L ſtand as one upon a rock, 
Environ'd with a wilderneſs of ſea ; 
Who marks-the waxing tide: grow wayephy-wavcy 
E ever when ſome envious ſurge 
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Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched ſons are gone; 

Hereiftands'my other fon, a baniſh'd man; 

And here my brother, weeping at my woes : | 

But that, which gives my foul the greateſt ſpurn, 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my ſoul.— 

Had 1 but ſeen thy picture in this plight, 

It would have madded me: What ſhall 1 do, 

Now I behold thy lovely body fo? 

Thou haſt no hands to wipe away thy tears; 

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee: 

Thy hufband he is dead; and, for his death, | 

Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this: 

Look, Marcus! ah, fon Lucius, look on her! 

When 1 did name her brothers, then freſn tears 

Stood on her chceks, as doth the honey dew 

Upon a gather*d lily almoſt wither'd. 5 
Mar. Perchance, ſhe weeps becauſe they kill'd her 

Perchance, becauſe ſhe knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy hufband, then be joyful, 

Becauſe the law hath twen revenge on them. — 

No, no, they would not dg fo foul a deed; 

Witneſs the forrow that their ſiſter makes. 

Gentle Lavinia let me kiſs thy lips; EE 

Or make ſome ſigns how I may do thee eaſe 


* 
7 


Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lueius, 
And thou, and I, ſit round about ſome fountain; 
Looking all 'Jownwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are ſtain'd; like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry Hime left on them by a flood? 
And in the fountain ſhall we gaze fo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 
And made a brine- pit with our bitter tears; 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands, like thine? 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb ſhows 

Paſs the remainder of our hateful das?: 
What ſhall we do? let us, that have our tongues, 

Plot ſome device of further miſery, 

To make ug wonder'd'at in time to come. 
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Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyſelf, old Titus, 


36 e ANDRONICUS, 


Luc. Sweet father, ceaſe. your tears; for at your grief, 
See, how my wretched ſiiter ſobs and weeps. 
Mar. Patience, dear nieee good Titus, dry thine 
eyes. 


Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus | brother, well I wot, | 


Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 


For thou, poor man, haſt drown' d it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark! [ under and her ſigns: 

Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeak, now ſhe would * | 

That to her brother. which I ſaid to thee ; _ 

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, _ 

Can do no ſervice on her forrowful cheeks, | es 

O, what a ſympathy of woe is this! 

Asfur from 11 as limbo 1 is from bliſs.” == 


J 1 


Bute AanoN. via ene 


Aar. Titus Helene, my lord 1 75 emperor . 
Sends thee this word, That if thou love 9 (00 
Or anyone of ou, chop off your Hand, conn 
And fend it to th king: he for the ſame 
Will ſend.thee; hither, poth thy ſons alive; 

And that ſhall be the ranſom for their fault * 
170,8 gracious emperor! C 0 Beule Aaron | 
Did ever raven fing ſo like a Jerks: GN 21015 
That gives ſweet tidings of the ſun's: WY 1 67 
With all my heart, Pil ſend the emperor my nd. : 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, father; for that noble brad thine, 
That hath thrown- down ſo many enemies, 

Shall not be ſent: my hand will ſerve the turn: 
My youtu can better ſpate my blood than you! =. 
And therefore thall fave my brothers lives. 
Which of your hands hath not defended ent 
Arid arts aloft the bloody battle- unn 
Writing deſtruction on the enemiesꝰ caſtle. ? Wb else 
O, none of both but are Uf high. deſert: rw x now 


My hand hath been but idle; let it ſervercyi 
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To ranſom my two nephews from their death; | 
Then have I kept it to a worthy eng. 
Aar. . Nay, come, agree, whoſe hand ſhall go along, 
For fear they die, before their pardon: come. 
Mar. My hand ſhall go. ELLA 
Lic. By heaven, it ſhall not go. 


Tit. Sirs, ftrive no more; ſuch wither'd herbs as theſe 


Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. | 
Luc. Sweet father, if I ſhall be thought thy ſon, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 
Mar. And for our father's fake, and mother's care, 
Now let me ſhew a brother's love to the. 
Tit. Agree between you; I will fpare my hand. 
Luc. Then I'll go fetch anaxe, 
Mar. But 1 will uſe the axe. 


* + < 


[ Exeunt Lucius aud MARcus. 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I'Il deceive them both; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give the mine. 
Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never, whilſt 1 live, deceive men ſo - 
But I'Il deceive you in another lort, — 
And that you'll 1ay, ere here half an hour paſs. [ Aſide. 
I. He cus off Titus's Hand, 
Enter Lucius and MaRCUS again. 


Tit. Now ſtay your ſtrife; what ſhall be, is diſpatch'd. 
Good Aaron, give his majeſty my hand; _ 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers; bid him bury it; 
More hath it merited, that let it have, _ 
As for my ſons, fay, 1 account of them 
As jewels purchaſed at an eaſy price; 
And yet dear too, becauſe. I bought mine own. 
Aar. I go, Andronicus; and for thy hand, 
Look by and by to have thy ſons with thee: 
Their beads, I mean. O, bow this villa [Aſcde. 
Doth fat me with the very/th/ ught of it? 
Let fools do good, and fair Men call;far grace, 4 
Aaron will have: bizfoul:; black like his face. [ Exit. 
Tit. O bear lr lift this one hand up to heaven, C3 
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38- TITUS: &NDRONICUS,. 


And bow this ſeeble ruin to the earth: 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call: What, wilt thou Lond with me? 
ITI Lavinia, 
Do then, de ar heart; for heaven ſhall hear our prayers ;z 
Or with our fivhs we'l} breathe the weikin dim, 
And flair, the fun with fog, as ſometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in tneir melting boſoms. 
Mar. O! brother ſpeak with poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theſe deep extremes. 
Tit. Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my paſſions. bottomleſs with them. 
Mar. But yer let reafon govern thy lament. 
Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I bind my. woes: 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth © 'erflow? 
If the winds rage, doth not the ſea wax mad? _ 
Threat'ning the welkin with his big- ſwol'n face? 
And wilt thou have a reaton for this coil? 
Jam the ſea; hark, how her ſighs. do blow ! 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 
Then muſt my ſea be mov'd with her ſighs ; 
Then muſt my earth with her continual tears 
Become a Fx ing 'overflow'd, and drown'd ; 
For why ? my bowels cannot hide ber woes, 
But like a drunkard muſt I yomit them. 
The g we me leave; for loſers will have leave 
To cafe their Romachs with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a Me Henker, bringing i in two Heads and a Han. 


M.. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 

For that good hand thou ſent'ſt the emperor, 

Here are the heads of thy two noble ſons; 

And here's thy hand, in ſcorn to thee ſent back; 

Thy griefs their ſports, thy reſolution mock'd ; 

That woe is me, to think upon thy woes 
More than, remembrance of my tather's death. , [ Exit. 
Aar. Now let hot tna coobin Sicily, 1 
And be my, heart an ever-burning hell! 
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To weep with them that weep doth eaſe ſome deal, 
But ſorrow flou ed at is double death. 8 
Luc Ab, that this fight ſhould make ſo deep a wajing, 
And yet deteſted life not ſhrink thereat! | 
That eyer death ſhuldlet life bear his name, "TO 
Where life N no more intereſt but to breathe ! 
19 661 {Lavinia A him. 
Mar. Alas! poor 45 that. kiſs is waeren 9 
As frozen water to a Rarved ſnake;: :... | 
Tit. When will this fearful lumber have an ond * 
Mar. Now, farewell, flattery: Die Andrenicus 
Thou doſt not ſlumber: ſee thy two ſons? heads; 
Thy warlice hand: thy manęled daughter here; 
Thy other baniſh' d ſon, with this dear ſight 
Struck pale and bloadleſs; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a ſtony image, cold and numb wy 
Ah! now no more will controul thy grief : : 
Rend off thy ſilver bair. thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this diſmal Goht 
Ihe cloſing up of your moſt wretched eyes! 
Now is a time to Oy why aſt thou fil] * 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha! | 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh! 2 it fs smith this hour, 
Tit, Why I have not another tear to ſhed : 
Beſides, this forrow is an enemy, | 
And would uſurp uvon my watry-eyes 3 
And makethem blind with tributary tears; 
Then which way ſhall I find revenge's cave; 
For theſe two heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me; 
And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 
Till all theſe miſchieſs be return'd again, 
Even in tneir throats that have committed them, 
Come, let me ſee what taſk I have to 9 — 
You heavy people, cirele me about, | 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 105 
And ſwear unto my foul to right your wrongs, 
The vow is made: Come brother, take a head; 
And in this hand, the other will T bear: HY, 
Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employed in theſe things; 
Bear thou my hand, feet wench, between thy 1 
4 
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As for thee, boy, 80, get thee from my fight; 
Thou art an exile, and thou muſt not ſtay; 

Hie to the Goths, and raife an army there: : 

And, if you loye me, as I think you do, © 

Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. LEreun 


obe Luc vs. | 
Luc. Parewelts Andronicus „ my noble ther; 


The woeful'ſt man that ever i'd in Rome! 


Farewell, proud Rome} ' till Lucius comes again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble ſiſter; 

O, would thou wert as thou *tofore haſt been! 
But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs; 


And make proud Saturninus and his empreſs 


Beg at the gates, lixe Tarquin and his queen. 


Now will I to the Goths, and raiſe a power, 


Te o be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. | 
1 [Exre Loctvs, 
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8 CEN E 11 8 * Apartment i in Tirus's Hal. 


4 Banquets | Four T ITUs, Marcvs, Lavinia, and 
young Lpcius, @ boy. 


Tit. So, ſoz now ſit: andlook you eat no more 
Than will preſerve j juſt fo much ftrength in us 
As will revenge eſe bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus unknit that ſorrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy niece and I; poor ereatures, want our hands, 
2nd. cannet paſſionate our ten-ſold grief 
ith folded arms. This poor right hand er mine 


Is left to tyrannize upon my breaſt; 


And when my heart, all mad with miſery, | 
Beats in this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Then thus | thump it down 
They wal of ws that thus V in e q 
in 40916M.: 36 2 K Lavin 


TITUS ANDRONIGUS: % 
When thy poor heart beats with outrages beating. 


Thou canſt not ſtrike it thus to make it ſtil. — 
Wound it with ſighing, girl, kill it with groansz © 17 
Or get ſome little knife between X 
And jutagaioſt thy beart make hash, 


That alt the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that ſink, and, ſoaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in ſeal-falt tears. 
Mar. Fye, brother, fye | teach her not thus-to lay +80 
Such violent hands upon her'tender life | 
Tit How now! has ſorrow made thee doat eh, 
Why, Marcus, no man ſhould be mad but I. 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life? 


to 
* 
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— 


Ah! wherefore doſt thou urge the name of hands ;— 8 
To bid Eneas tell the tale twice o'er, 1 1 
How Proy was burnt, and he made miſerable ? LSE 


O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands: 
Left we remember ſtill, that we have none.— 
Fye, fye, how franticly 1 ſquare my talk! + 
As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 3 
If Marchs did not name the word of hands! 
Come, let's fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this ;— 
Here-is ne drink! Hark, arcusy what the ſays ;— 
i can interpret all her martyr'd ſigns ;— 
dhe ſays, ſhe drinks ro other drink but tears, 
zrew'd with her forrows, meſh'd upon her cheeks ; ., 
Speechlefs complainer, I will learn th thought; ; 
In thy dumb action will J be as pete 
| As begging hermits in their holy prayers: X 
Thoy ſhalt.not ſich; nor hold thy ſtumps to heaven, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make 0 z fign, ; 
But 1 of theſe will wreſt an alphabet, NA 
5 by ſtill practice, learn to know the Wang 
Boy, Good grindfire, leave theſe bitter deep laments} 

Make my aunt merry with ſome pleaſing tale. 

Mar. Alas! the tender boy in paſſion mov'd, 
Doth weep to ſeerhis grandſive? s heavineſs. 

Tit. Peace, tenderſaphing; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. | 

e MAR Cs ſtrikes:the Diſh with a COA 

What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 
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Mar. At that that I bave kill'd, my lord; a fly. 3 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer f thou kill'ſt my heart; ; 

Mine eyes ate eloy'd with view of tyranny: 
A deed of death, done on the innocent, 
Becomes not Titus“ brother ; ; Get thee gone A 

I ſee thou art not for my company. *F 

Mar. Alas! my lord, I have but kilt'd a Ay. 

Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and mother! 

How would he hang his gender gilded wings, 

And buzz lamenting doings in the air Eos 

Poor harmleſs ff)) = 

That with his pretty buzzing, ads, 710 

Came here to make us merry; and . beſt kill d him. 
Mar. Pardon me, fir; it Was a black ill-favour'd fly, 

Like to the emperels' Moor; therefore I kill'd him. 
THQIONOTr-.--;.. . 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 

For thou haſt done a charitable deed. . 
Give me thy knife, Iwill inſult on him; 
Flattering myſelf, as if it were the Moor, . 

Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me,— 
There's for thyſelf, and that's for Tamora, ad: 


Ah, firrah ?—yet I think we are not brought ſo low, 
But that, between us, we can Kill a fly, 
That comes in likeneſs of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar. Alas, poor man | grief has ſo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe ſhadows. for true ſubltances.. 8 

Tit. Come, täke away, Lavinia, go with me: 
T'll to my cloſet; and go read with thee | 5 
Sad ſtorięsg chanced. i in the times of Id. 
Come, boy, and go With. me? thy ſight is young, 
And thou ſhalt read, Wenn nie Er 1050 dau 
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ff , 
S CE N E I. Tirvs's Houſe, 


Enter young Lucius, and LAVINIA running after him; and 
the Boy flies from her, with his Books under his Arm. En- 


ter TI rus aud MARCUS. 

ELP, grandſire, help! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why 

Good uncle Marcus, fee how ſwift ſhe comes! 

Alas | ſweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 


Mar. Stand by me Lucius; do not fear thine aunt, 


Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ah! when my father was in Rome, ſhe did. 
Mar. What means wy niece Lavinia by theſe ſigns? 


Tit, Fear her not, Lucius :—Somewhat doth ſhe 


mean :;— f N F 
See, Lucius, ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee: 
Somewhither would ſthe have thee go with her. 
Ab, boy, Cornelia never witn more care 
Read co her fans, than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tully's oratory. 1 
Canſt thou not gueſs wheref re ſhe plies thee thus? 
Boy. My lord, 1 know not, I, nor can J gueſe, 
Unleſs ſome fit of frenzy do poſſeſs her: 
For have heard my grandſite ſay full oft, 
Extremity of grief would make men mad: 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through ſorrow : That made me to fear 
Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth: 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly; 
Cauſeleſs, perhap': But pardon me, ſweet aunt: 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
| will moſt willingly attend your ladyſhip. 
Aar. Lucius, J will. 5 . 
& Ht. How now, L.vinia? Marcus, what means this? 
dome book there is that ſhe deſires to ſee := 
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My mother gave it me. 


And rape, I fear, -was root of thine annoy. 


Pattern'd by that the poet here deſcribes, 


Or flunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erſt, 206 


Tnſpire n me, that I way ig menen Kd Lov 
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Which is it, girl, of theſe? Open them, 18200 
But thou art deeper read, and better ſkill'd; 
Come, and take choice of all my library, 

And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heavens. _ 
Reveal the damn q. contriver of this fend ep 
Why lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus? 

Mar. I think ſhe means that there was more Fw one 
Confederate in the fact; — Ay, more there was: — 
Or elſe to heaven ſhe heaves tbem for revenge. 

Fit. Lucius, What book is that ſhe- toſſeth ſo? 

Boy. Grandſire, 'tis Ovid's ee $ 


Mar. For love of her that's gone; 
Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 

Tit. Soft! ſoft! how buſily ſhe turns the leaves! 
Help her: What would the find? leans ſhall I read: 
This is the tragic tale of Philome),-- 

And treats of Tereus? treaſon, and his rape ; z 


Mar. See, brother, ſee; 1 er how ſhe quotes the 

leaves. 

Tit. Lavinia, wer 't tho ehas apt t ſweet girl, 
Ravifh'd, and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthleſs, vaſt; and Biesen woods? — 

See, fee han 
N ſuch a place bende is, ae Wwe. did hunt, 
(O, had we never, never, hunted there!) 


By nature made for murders and for rapes. | 
Mar. O, why ſhould nature build ſo foul a bass, 
Unleſs the gods delight in tragedies! |, et 
Tit. Give ſigns, lest girls —for hers are. none but 


friends, — 


What eee it * durſt FRG the deed : i 


That left the camp to fin in Lucrece bed? 
Mar. Sit down, ſwoet nieder dene ſit dow by 
me. 5 N 1 


Apollo; Pallas; Joyey ur Mirren: 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


My me; look here ;—look here, Lavinia: . 
(A. urites his Name with his Staff and guides if 
with his Feet and Mouth. 
This ſandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canſt, x \ 
This after me, when I have writ my name 8.034 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curs'd-be that heart, that forc'd us thus to Miſt 1 
Write thou, good niece; and here diſplay at laſt, 
What God will have diſcover'd for revenge: 
eaven guide thy pen to print thy ſorrows plain, 
hat we may know the traitors, and the truth ! 
[ She takes the Staff in her Auth, and guide it 
with her Stumps, and writes. © 
Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what the hath writ 7 
Siaprum - Chiron.— Demetrius. 8 
Mir. What, what !—the luſtful 55 of Vamora » 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed? _ 
Tit. Magne Dominator Poli, 
Tam lentus audis ſcelera? tam lentus vile? 
Aar. O, calm thee, gentle lord! akhough, I know, 
There is enough 1 written upon this earth, 
To ſtix àmutiny in the mildeſt thoughts, 5 5 
And arm the minds of infants to exclai m. 


45 


My lord; kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel; 0% 


And kneel, Tweet boy, the Roman Hector's . ; 


And ſwear: With me;—as with the woful feere, ©: 


And father, of that chaſte diſhonour'd. dame. 
Lord Junius Brutus ſware for Lucrece' tape, > 1.775 7 
That we will proſecute by good advice, [FEET e 
Mortal revenge upon theſe traiterous Goths, 
And ſee their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit. e Tis ſure enough, an' you knew how; 
But if you hurt theſe bear-whelps, then beware: 
The dam will Wake; and, ifſhe wind you once, N abt 
She's with the lid deeply ſtill in league, 
And lulls him While The! lajoth on her back, 
And; when he ſleeps, will ſue do what ſhe liſt. 

ou're a young huntiman, Marcus; let it dere ; 
And, come, I will go get'a leaf 6f braſs, 8 elle 
And with a gad of [Reel wilt write thoſe * «RG 
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And lay it by: the angry northern wind 
Will blow theſe ſands, like Sybil's leaves, abroad, 
And where's your lefſon then ?—Boy, what ſay you! 
Boy. I fay, my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother's bed-chamber ſhould not be fafe 
For theſe bau bond-men to the yoke of Rome. 
Mar. Ay, that's my boy! thy father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. 
Boy. And, uncle, fo will I, an if 1 live, 
Tit. Come, go with me into my ar mory; j 
Lucius, I'll fit thee; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empereſs' ſons 
Preſents, that I intend to ſend them both: 
Come, come; thoul't do my meſſage, wilt thou not? 
Bay. Ay, with my dagger ia their boſom, grandiire, 
Tit. No, no, boy, not fo; I'll teach thee another 
courſe, 
Lavinia, come :—Marcus, look to my houſe ; 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court; 

Ay, marry, will we fir; and we'll be waited on. | [ Exeun 
Mar. O heavens! can you hear a good man groan, 
And not relent, or not compaſſionate him? 

Marcus, attend him in his ecſtacy ; by 
That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart, 
Than foe>men's marks upon his batter'd ſhield: 
But yet ſo juft, that he will not revenge 


Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus! $454 Exit. 
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8 ©. E N E. II. 222 to the Palace. 


Enter AARON, Culkox, and Demers, at one Dior. 
and at another Door, yaung Lucius, and anther, with 
a Bundle of Weapons, and Verſes writ upon ; them. 4 


— * 


—_ 


Chi. Demetrius, here's the ſon-of. Lucius; 9 * 
He hath ſome meſſage to deliver to us. 
Aar. Ay, ſome mad meſſage from his + crandfathc 
Buy. My lords, with all the humbleneſs I oy 
J greet your honours. from Andronicus 1— 


And pray the Roman gods eee you both. (7 . 


— 
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Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius: What's the news? 
Bex. That you are both decypher'd, that's the news, 
For villians mark'd with rape. Hfide.] May it pleaſe . 
My grandſire, well-advis'd, hath ſent by me : 
The goodlieſt weapons of his armoury, 

To gratify your honourable youth, 

The hope of Rome; for ſo he bade me ay; ; 

And fo I do, and with his gifts preſent 

Your lord{hip's, that whenever you have need, 

You may be armed and appointed well : 

And ſo I leave you both, [face] like en ne, 
[Exit. 

Dem. What” s here? a ſcroll; and written round about? 
Let's ſee:; 

Integer vitæ, ſeereli , 2 purus, 
Non eget Aauri jaculis nec arcu. 

Chi. O, 'tis a verſe in Horace; I know it well : 
l read it in the grammar long ago. 

Aar. Ay, juſt za verſe in Horace ;-—right, you have it, 
Now; what a thing it is to be an aſs 
Here's. no. fond jeſt: the old man hath found} 

their 1 
And ſends the weapons wrapp'd about with 
r 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the da Hfede. 
quick, 
But were our witty em ipereſs well a-foot, 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 
But let her reſt-in-her unreſt a- while 
And now, Jung lords, was't not a happy ſtar 
Led us to Rome, ſtrangers, and, more than ſo, 
Captives,' to be advanced to this height? 
It did me good, before the palace gate, 
To braye the tribune in his brother's hearing. 
em. But me more good, to fee ſo great a lord 
Baſely nm and ſend us gifts. 

Aar. Had he not reaſon, lord Demetrius? 

Did you not uſe his daughter very friendly? 

Dem. I would we had a thouſand Roman dames 
A ſuch a bays ht turn to ſerve our luſt. 


WN { 
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Chi. A charitable wiſh, and full of love. 
Aar. Here lacketh but your mother to ſay, amen. 
Chi. And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more, 
Dem. Come, let us go; and pray to all the gods 

For our beloved mother in her pains. 
Aar. Pray to the devils ; the os have. given us o'er, 

Ie. Flouriſb. 

Dem. Why do the emperor 's trumpets flouriſh thus ? 
Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor bath a ſon. 
Dem. Soft; who comes here? 


Enter Nurſe, with a Blacl-a-Moor Child. 
Nur. Good-morrow, lords: 
O, tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor? 
"tar: Well, more or leſs, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now? 
Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone ! 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore.! 
Aar. Why, what a caterwauling doſt thou keep? 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble-in thine arms? 
Nur. O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye, 
Our empereſs ſhame, and ſtately. Rome's diſgrace — 
She is deliver'd, lords, ſhe is deliyer'd. 1 
Aar. To whom? 
Nur. I mean ſhe is brought to- bed · oY 
Aar. Well, God 
Give her good reſt! what hath he ſent her? 2 
Nur. A devil. 
Aar. Why, then ſhe is the devil's dam; 3 2 joyful iflue, 
Nur. A joyleſs, diſmal, black, and ſorrow ful iſſue; 
Here is the babe, as loathſome as a toad, 
Amongſt the faireſt breeders of our clime. 
The empereſs ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy ſeal. 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy dagger's point. | 
Aar. Out, out, you whore! is black ſo baſe a hue ?— 
Sweet blouſe, you are a beautequs bloſſom, ſure. 
Dem. Villain what haſt thou aun ? 
Aar. That which thou | 
Can'f not undo. 
Chi, r hou haſt undone our mother, x3 


TITUS ANDRONICUBE 


Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. 
Dem. And therein, helliſh dog, thou haſt undone; 
oe to her chance; and damn'd her loathed choice! 
Accurs'd the offspring of ſo wad A l 
Chi. It ſhall not live. 
Aar. It ſhall not die. 
Mur Aaron; it muſt; the mother 3 it ſo, 
' dar. W hat; muſt it, ae then let no man tut I 
Do execution on my fleſh and blood. 
Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my raper's point : 
Nurſe, give it me; my ſword ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 
Aar. Sgoner this ſword ſhall plough thy bowels u 
Stay, murderous villains! will you kill your brother | 
Now, by the burning tapers of the ſky, 
That ſhone ſo brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies upon my ſeymetars's ſharp point, 
That touches this my firſt-born ſon and heir! 
[ tell you; younglings, not Enceladus, 
With alp his threatning band of Typhon's brood, 
Nor great Aleides, nor the god of war; 
Shalrſeize this prey out of his father's hands. 
What, what! ye h. i fene ſhallow-heatted boys! 1 
Ye white-lim'd walls ! ye alehouſe painted ſigns; 
Coal-black is better than another hue, | 
In that it ſcorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean WIN 
Can never turn the ſwan's black legs to white; | 
Although ſhe lave them hourly in the lood. — | | 
Tell the empereſs from me, I am of age 
To keep mine ow]n; excuſe it how ſhe can. 35 
Dem. Wilt thqu betray thy noble miſtreſs thus? 


Aar. My Miſtreſs is my miſtreſs; this, een med 


The vigout And the picture of my youth: 

This, befofe all the world, do I prefer; 

This, maugre, all the world; wilt I keep ſafe, 

Or ſome of yo ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our mother is for ever ſnam'd. 
Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul eſcape. 


Nur, The emperor, in bis rage, will doom her death, 


Chi. I bluſh to think upon this #þtion\iny. 


dur. Why there's the privilege your beauty dein | 


D 
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| Fye, W800 hue | that will betray. with bluſhing 

—_ The cloſe enacts and counſels of the heart! 

j Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer: 

Look, how the black ſlave ſmiles upon the father; 
''F As who ſhould ſay, Old lad, I am thy own. _ 

''F He is your brother, lord; ſenſibly © EIT 
= Of that ſelf- blood that firſt gave life to you: 

| in And, from that womb, where you impriſon' d were, 
| He is enfranchiſed to come to light: 

Nay, he's your brother by the ſurer ſide, 
Although my ſeal is ſtamped in his face. 

N Nur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto che empereſs? 
1 | Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, | 
Ys And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice; 

"ft Save you the child, ſo we may all be ſafe. 

5 Aar. Then ſit we down, and let us all conſult. 
| My ſon and I will have the wind of you: 
|. IP there: Now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety. 

11 | | They fit on the Ground. 

8 a Dem. How many v women ſaw this child of his? 

4 Aar. Why ſo, brave lords: When we all join in league, 
1 Il am a lamb: but if you brave the Moor, | 

ww The chafed boar, the mountain lioneſs, _ 

The ocean {wells not ſo as Aaron ſtorms.— 

But, ſay again, how many ſaw the child? 

Mir. Cornelia the midwife, and myſelf, 

And no one elſe, but the deliver'd empereſs. 

Aar. The empereſs, the midwife, and yourſelf ;— 

Two may keep counſel, when the third's away: 

Go o the emperels;. tell her this I faid;— _ | 
[He kills ber, 
Weke, weke!—ſo cries a pig, prepar'd to the ſpit. 

Dem. What mean'ſt thou, Aaron? Wherefore did'lt 
d thon this?: 

Aur. O lord, fir, tis a deed of beließ: 
Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours? 
A 3 DOE e mo, t no. 
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Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 

And tell them both the circumſtance of all; 

And how by this their child ſhall be advanc'd, 

And be received for the emperor's heir, 

And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 

To calm this tempeſt whirling in the court : 

And let the emperor dandle him for his own. _ 
Hark ye, my lords; ye fee I have given her phyſic, 

5 5 TI [Pointe to the Nutfes 
And you muſt needs beſtow her funeral; FM 

The folds are near, and you are gallant grooms ; 

This done, fee that you take no longer days, 

But ſend the midwife preſently to me. 

The midwife, and the nurſe, well made away, 

Then let the ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 

Chi. Aaron, I fee thou wilt not truſt the air. 
Winx 8 FC 

Dem. For this care of Tamora, N | 
Herſelf, and hers, are highly bound to thee. Excunt. 

Aar, Now to the Goths, as ſwift as ſwallow flies; 

There to diſpoſe this treaſure in my arms, 
And ſecretly to greet the empereſsꝰ friends. 

Come on, you thick-lip'd ſlave, I bear you hence 

For it is you that puts us to our ſhifts: 

I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots, 

And feed on curds and whey, and ſuck the goat, 

And cabin in a cave; and bring you up _ 


To be a warrior, and command a camp. [ Exit, 
a Noos bin 7 L 9 a 2 ; 
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8 CEN E III. A Street near the Palace. 
Enter Frrvs, od Marcus, young Lucius, and other 
Gentlemen with Bous; and T'iTUs bears the Arrows, 


with Leiters on the Ends of them. ' © 
75 5 N 14 10 T: if | | $4 37 ay its "a ; 
Tit. Come, Marcus, come ;—Kinſmen, this is the way: 
Sir boy, now let me {ee YOUr archery; =. © | 


1 \ * 


Look, ye draw home enough, and *tis there ſtraight: 


Terras Aird religuit. be you rememb-r'd, Marcus. — 
K | * 19898 wh} 7 3% +3} if * 17540 18 f os 
She's gone, ſhe's fled. —Sirs, take you to your tools. 


You, couſins, ſhalt go found the ocean, © Da 
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And caſt your nets ; haply, your may find her in the ſea; 
Yet there's as little juſtice as at land 
No; Publius and Sempronius, you muſt do it; 
Tis you mutt dig with mattock, and with fpade, 
And pierce the inmoſt centre of the earth; 
Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 
I pray you, deliver him this petition: 
Tell him, it is for juſtice, and for aid; 
And that it comes from old Andronleus, 
| Shaken with ſorrows in ungratefal Rome, — 
Ah, Rome Well, well; I made thee miſerable, 
What time I threw the people's ſuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me.— 
Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a man of war unſearch'd; 
This wicked emperor may have ſhip'd her hence, 
[yl And, kinſmen, then we may go pipe for juſtice. 
If Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy caſe, 
n To ſee thy noble uncle thus diſtract? 
Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us Concerns, 
By day and night to attend him carefully; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Pill time beget ſome careful remedy. 
Mar. Kinſnen, his forrows are paſt remedy. 
Join with the Goths; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
Arid vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 
Tit.. Publius, how now? how now, my maſters, 
What, have you met with her? 
Pub. No, my good lord; but Pluto ſends you word 
If you will have revenge from hell, you ſhall: 
Marry, for juftice, ſhe is fo employ'd, - 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or ſomewhere elſe, 
So that perforce you needs muſt ſtay a time. 
Ti. Hedoth me wrong, to feed me with delays. 
IM dive into the burning lake below,. 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcus, we are but ſhrubs, hö cedars we; 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops! fizez 
But metal, Marcus, ſteel to the very back; 
Vet wrung with wtongs, more then our backs can bear 
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And fith there is no juſtice in earth or hell, 
We will ſolicit heaven; and move the gods, 
To ſend down juſtice for to wreak our wrongs: 
Come, to this bear. You are a good archer Marcus. 
He gives them the Arrows, 
Ad Fovem, that's for you :—Here, ad Apollinem; — 
Ad Martem, that's for myſelf; — 
Here, boy, to Pallas: Here to Mercury :— 
To Saturn, and to Cœlus; not to Saturnine,— 
You were as good to ſhoot againſt the wind. — _ 
To it, boy. Marcus, looſe when I bid: 
O, my word, I have written to effect ; 
There's not a god left unſolicited. 
Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot al your ſhafts 1 into the court: 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride: 
Tit. ous * draw [They fhoot.} O, well ſaid, 
Lucius! 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap, give it to Pallas. 
Mar. My lord, Jam a mile beyond the moon; 
Your. ha is with Jupiter by this. 
Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius, what haſt thou. done ? 
See, ſee, thou haſt ſhot off one of Tauryus' horns, 
Mar. This was the ſport, my lord ; when Publius ſhot, 
The bull, being gall'd, gave Aries luch a knock 
That e fell both the ram's horns in the court; 
And who ſhould find them but the em pereſs' villain ? 
dhe laugh'd, and told the Moor, he ſhould not chooſe 
But give them to his maſter for a prelent. _ 
Tit. Why, there it goes: G d give your lordfhip joy! 


Enter a Clown, with a Baſtet and two Pigesns. 


| News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the poſt is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters? 
Shall I have juſtice? what lays Jupiter? 

Clown. Ho! the gibbet- maker? he ſays, that he hath 
| taxen them down again, for the man muſt not be hang'd 
aul the next week. 

Tit. Tut, what ſays Jupiter, I aſk thee? 
Coon. Alas, fir, 1 know not Jupuer,; I never drank 
With him in all my life. 


e Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? D 3 
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„Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration | 


i -(yor\brings'the: Arrows in bis Hand, that LIxus ſhut 
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Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, fir; nothing elſe. 

Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heaven ? 

Clown. From heaven? alas, fir, I never came there 
God forbid, I ſhould be ſo bold to preſs to heaven in my 
young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the 
tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt my 
uncle and one of the emperial's men. 

Mar. Why, fir, that is as fit as can be, to ſerve for 
your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the em. 
peror from you. 

Tit, Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em. 
peror with a grace ? ; 

Cos, Nay, truly, fir, I cod never r lay grace in al 
my life. 

75 it. Sirrah, come hither; mike no more ado, 

Rut give your pigeons to the emperor. 

By ne thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. 

Hold, hold; — mean while, here's S money for thy charges, 

Give me a pen and ink. _ 

Sirrah, can you with a grace de deliver a ſupplication? 
aun. An. 

Tit. Then here is a Tupplication fob you. And when 
you come to him, at the firſt approach, you muſt kneel; | 

then kiſs his foot: then deliver up your pigeons ; ant! 
then look for your 1 reward, 11 be 20 hand, ſir; ſee you 
do it bravely. 

Clown, I warrant you gr; : let me alone. 

Ti: Sitrah, haſt thou a knife? Come, let me ſee it 


For thou haſt made it like an humble ſuppliant :— 
And when thou haft given it the emperor, 
Knock at my 7 door, and tell me what he fays, 
Cron. God be with you, Ars will. | 
Ti. Kas Wachen Lag us La Publius, follow me 
8 | [ Exenii 
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St. —.— lords, had. wrongs. are theſe! Was ce 
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An emperor of Rome thus over-borne, 
Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent 
Of legal juſtice, us'd in ſuch contempt ?- 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 
However the diſturbers of our peace 
Buzz in the people's ears, there nought hath paſt, 
But even with law, againſt the wilful ſons - 
Of old Andronicus. And what an' if 
His ſorrows have fo overwhelm'd his wits 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his WES, 
His fits, his frenxy, and his bitterneſs? 
And now he writes to heaven for his redreſs: - 
See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury; 
This to' Apollo; this to the god of war: 
Sweet ſcrolls, to fly about the ſtreets of Rome 
What's this, but libelling againſt the ſenate, 
And blazoning our injuſtice every where 25 
A goodly humour, is it not. my lords ? 
As who ſhould ſay, in Rome no juſtice were. 
But, if I live, his feigned ecſtacies 
Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : 
But he and his ſhall know, that juſtice lives 
In Saturninus' health; whom, if ſhe ſlee : 
He'll ſo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall 27 
Cut of the proud'ſt conſpirator that lives. 
Tam. My gracious lord, moſt lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my lite, commander of my thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus age, 
The effects of ſorrow for his valiant ſons, 2 
Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcar'd his hearts 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 
Than proſecute the meaneſt, or the Delt, 
For theſe contempts. Why. thus it ſhall become len 
High. witted Tamora to gloſe with all: 
But, Titus, I have touch d thee to the quick, 
Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be wiſe, 
1 is all fafe, the anchor's in the port. 


4 


E nter Sein, 


K A fy now, gol. fellow? wouldſt thou ſpeak with us? 


Hun. Ves, forſootb, an your miſterſhip be emperial 
m. Empereſs Lam, but vonder ſits the ee D 4 
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Clown. *Tis he. —God and ſaint Stephen give you good 
den: | 
I have brought you a letter; and acouple of pigeons here. 
[e Emperor reads the letter. 

Sat. Go take him away and hang him preſently. 
Clown. How much money muſt I have ? 
Tam. Come, ſirrah, you muſt be hang'd. 
* Clown. Hang'd! 557 lady, then I have brought up a 

neck to a fair end, - © Exit. 

5 Sat. Deſpightful nid incolecable-wrongs 1 

Shall I endure-this monſtrous willany ? 

know from whence this ſame device proceeds : : 

May this be borne as if his traiterous ſons, 

That dy'd by law for murder of our brother, 

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ? | 

Go, drag the vitlain«hither by the hair; 

Nor age, nor honour, ſhall ſhape privilege :— 

For this proud mock, Þll be thy ſlaughter-man; 

Sly frantic wretch, that holpꝰſt to make me great, 

In hope thyſelf ſhould govern Rome and me. 


| Enter FEMILIUs. 


Sat. What news with thee, /Emilius ? 
Emil. Arm, arm, my lords : chroma never had more 
cauſe! | 
The Goths have gather'd head; 0 with: a power 
Of high-reſolv d men, bent to the ſpoil, 
They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, ſon to old Andronicus; 
Who threats, in courſe of his revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 
Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ? ? 
Theſe tidings nip me; and [ hang the head 
As flowers with froſt, or graſs beaten'down with ſtorms. 
Ay, now begin our ſorrows to approach: 
'Tis he, the common people love fo much; 
Myſelf have ofteniover-heard them ſay 
(When 1 have walked like a private man), 
That Lucius“ baniſhment was wrongfully, 
And they have wiſh'd that Lucius were their emperor. 
K ha thould you fear?” is not our 119 ſtrong ö 
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Hat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius; 
And will revolt from me, to ſuccour him. 


Jam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy 1 name. 


is the tun dimm'd, that enats do fly in it? 
The eagle ſuffers little birds ta fing, _ 
And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 


Knowing, that with the ſhadow of his wings, 
He can at pleature {tint their melody: 


Even fo may'ſt thou the giddy men of Rome. 928 


Then cheer thy ſpirit: for know thou, emperor, 

| will enchant the old Andronicus, | 
Wita words more {weet, and yet more dangerous, 
Than baits to fiſh or an er to ſheep; 


Wnen as the one is wound with the bait, 85 


The other rotted with delicious feed. sk! 
Sat. But he will not entreat his ſon for us. 
Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will : 

For Ican ſmooth, and fill his aged ear | 

With golden promiſes; that were his heart 

Almoſt impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet ſhould both ears and heart obey my tongue. 

Go thou before, be our ambaſſador: [Te /EMILIUS, 

Say, that the emperor requeſts a parley 

Ot warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Sat. Amilius, do this meſſage honourably: 


And if he ſtand no hoſtage for his ſafety, - . xt 2; : 


Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him belt. 
Emil. Your bidding hall I do effectually. LE 
Tam. Now will I to that old b e 125 3. 1 
And temper him with all the art I have, T * 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. A 
And now, ſweet emperor, be blith again 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 


pI 


. 


—— 


— 1 Ys 


hi b V. 


d C E NE I The Camp, at a ſmall Di lance Heim! Rane, 


Enter Lucius and Gotht, with Drum and Soldiers. 


10 


PROVED warriors, and m faithh | friends, . © 


haye received letter? rom great om. 
Which ſignify what hate der bear their emperor, 


Sat. Then 80 ware and Dee to him. Lern | 


Lucius. ; © oh 
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And how defirous of our ſight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles 1 85 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs; 
And, wherein Ryme hath done you any Kathe, 
Let him make treble ſatisfaction. | 

Goth. Brave flip, ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whoſe name was once our terror, now our comfort; 


Whoſe high exploits, and hppourable deeds, 


Ingratefy] Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in us; we'll follow where thou lead'ſt.— 
Like ſtinging bees in hotteſt ſummer's . 
Led by their maſter to the flower'd fields, — 
And be aveng'd on curs'd 'Tamora. 
On. And, as he ſaith, fo ſay we all with Nik. 
"Luc. I humbly. thank him, A E thank you a all. 
But who comes here, led by a luſty Goth? 


Enter a Goth, leading AARON, with / bis Chita in 6m. 


Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our s I ſtray'c 
To gaze upon a ruinous monaſtery; 
And as I earneſtly did fix mine eye 
Upon the waſted building; ſuddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall: 
J made unto the noiſe; when ſoon ! e 
The crying babe control'd with this diſcqurſe : 
Peace, tawny ſiave; Half me; and half thy dam! 
Did not thy hue bewray whoſe brat thou h | 
Had nature lent thee but thy mather”s look, 
Villain, thou mightiſt have been an emperor : 


Hunt where the bull and cow are both: 22 


They never do beget a coal-black "calf. 
Peace, villain, peace !—evert thus he rates the babe, SM 


For I muſt beor thee to a truſty Goth, _ 


Who, "when be Inos thou art the empereſs babes, 

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's ſale. 

With this, my weapon drawn,.I ruſh'd upon him, 

Surpris'd: birt ſuddenly, and brought him hither, 

Jo uſe as you n of the man. 
Luc. O worthy Goth! this is the 1 ingarnate devi 

Phat robb'd Anc ſronicus of his good. hay bf 3550 


This is the pearl that nebel yours cmpers 65 3 f 0 # 7 


6 


— 
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And here's the baſe fruit of his burning luſt.— 

Say, wall-ey'd flave, whither would'ſt thou corvey 

This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 

Why doſt not ſpeak? What! deaf? No! not a word? 

A alter, ſoldiers; hang him on this tree, 

And by his fide his fruit of baſtardy. 

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good — 

Firſt hang the child, that he may ſee ir iprawl ; 

A ſight to vex the father's foul withal. 

Get me a ladder, | 
Aar. Lucius, ſave the child; 

And bear it from me to the empereſs. 

If thou do this, I'll ſhow thee wond'rous things, 

That highly may advantage thee to hear: 

If thou wilt not, befal what may befal, 

Il ſpeak, no more: But vengeance rot you all! 

Luc. Hay on; and if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeak'ſ, 

Thy child ſhall live, and 1 will ſee it nouriſh'd. 

Aar. An' if it pleaſe thee ? why, aſſure thee, Lucius, 

*T'will vex thy ſoul to hear what ſhall ſpeak ; 

For I muſt talk of murders, rapes, and maſſacres, 

Acts of black night, ene deeds, 

Complots of miſchief, treaſon; villanies 

Ruthful to hear, yet piteouſſy perform'd: 

And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 

Unleſs thou {wear to me, chile ſhall Wes on ng 
Luc. Tell on thy mind; 1 ſay thy child ſhall live: . 
Aar, Swear that de ſhall, and then I will begin. 
Luc. Who ſhould I fwear by? -thou believ'ſt no gods; 
hat ranted, how can'ft thou believe an'oath ? 

Aar What if I'do not? as, indeed, I do not; 

Let, — fox I know thou art religious, 

And haſt a . within thee, called conſcience 3 

With twenty po piſh tricks and ceremonies, _ 

Which I WAYS thee careful to obſerve, — 

Therefore l urge thy oath For that, 1 know, 

An ideot holds his bauble for a god, | t 

And keeps 525 oath, which by that god he ſwears; 

To that I“ urge fit iP herefore, thou ſhalt vow 

By that ſame god, what N er it be, 
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bo TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


That thou ador'ſt and has in reverence. 
To fave my boy, nouriſh and bring him up; 


Or elfe I will diſcover nought to thee. 


Luc. Even by my God, I ſwear to thee I will, 
Aar. Firſt, know thou, I begot him on the empereſs, 
Luc. O moſt inſatiate, luxurious woman! 
dar. Tut, Lucius! this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou ſhalt hear of me anon. 
Twas her two ſons that murder'd Baſſianus: 

They cut thy fiſter's tongue, and raviſh'd her, 

And cut her hands off, and trimm'd her as thou ſaw'ſt. 
Luc. O, deteſtable villain call'ſt thou that trimming ? 
Aar. Why, {he was waſh'd, and cut, and Kune ; and 

"twas. 

Trim woft for them that had the doing of it. 
Luc O, barbarous, beaſtly villains, like chyfelf! 
Aar. Indeed, 1 was the tutor to inſtruct them: 

That codding (pirit had they from their ara 

As ſure a card as ever won the ſet; 

That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of 1 me, 


As true a dog as ever fought at head.— 


Well, let my deeds be witneſs to my worth. 
train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
here the dead corps of Bafhanus lay: 

] wrote the letter that thy father found, 

And hid the gold within the letter mention'd, 

Confederate with the queen, and her two ſons: 


And, what not done, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
Wherein 1 had no ſtroke of miſchief i nie; + 


] play d the cheater for thy father $ hand ; 

And, when I had it, drew myſelf apart. 
And almoſt broke my heart with extreme haugf 

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, 
When, for his hand, he had his two ſons besde; 
Bekeld his tears, and laugh'd ſo heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his: 
And when ] told the empereſs of this der, Me 
She ſwooned almoſt at my pleaſing tale, 8 


And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kiſſes. 


Goth. What! canſt thou ſay all this, and never + bluſh? 
Aer. Ky, like a black dog, as s the faying is; 5 
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Luc. Art thou not forry for theſe heinous deeds ? 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 
Even now I curſe the day (and yet, I think, 
Few come within the compaſs of my curſe, 
Wherein I did not ſome notorious il: 
As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death; 
Raviſh a maid, or plot the way to do it; 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſwear myſelf : 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's' cattle break their necks ; 
Set fire on barns and hay-ſtacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oit have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And {et them upright at their dear friends' doors, 
Even when the forrow almoſt was forgot; 
And on their ſkins, as on the bark of trees, 
Have with my knite carved in Roman letters, | 
Let not your forrow die, though I am dead. | 
Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one wonld kill a fly; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. 
Luc, Bring down the devil; for he muſt not die 
So ſweet a death as hanging preſently. 
Har. If their be devils, *wou'd I were a devil, 
To live and burn in everlaſting fire; 
So I might have your company in hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue ? 
Luc. Sirs, ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeak no more. 


"> 


Enter EMILIUS. 
Goth. My lord, there is a meflenger from Rome, 
Deſires to be admitted to your preſence. r 
Luc. Let him come near. {201-11 5: 
Welcome, Æmilius, what's the news from Rome? 
mil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me: 
And, for he underſtands you are in arms, 
He craves a parley at your father's houſe; 
Willing you, do demand your hoſtages, 
And they ſhall, be immediately deliver d. 
Cath. What ſays our general? 
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Luc. Mmilius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and m (Ry M arcus, 
And we will come. March 79 5 51 85 [ Exeun. 


— — 


SCENE III. A . in Rome. 
Enter TamoRa, CHIRON, and DEMETRIUS, diſguiſed. 


Tam. Thus, in this ſtrange and ſad abiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus: 25 
And ſay, I am Revenge, ſent from below, 
To join with him, and right his henius wrongs. 
Knock at his ſtudy, where, they ſay, he Keeps, 
Jo ruminate ſtrange plots of dire revenge; 
Tell him, Revenge | is come to join with him, 

And work confuſion on his enemies. 
[The knock, and TI us opens his Si Deer: 

Tit. Who doth moleſt my contemplation ?. . 

Is it your trick to make me ope the door; 
That ſo my fad decrees may fly aways : 
And all my ſtudy be to no effect? 

Your are deceiv'd: for what I mean to do, 
See here in bloody lines I have ſet down; 
And what is written ſhall be executed. 

Tam. Pitus, I am come to talk with thee. _ 

Tit. No; not a word: How can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it that accord ? 

Thou haſt the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tam. If thou did ſt know me, thou would'ft talk with 

me. 

Tit. I am not mad; I know thee well enough: 
Witneſs this wretched ſtump, theſe crimſon lines ; ; 
Witneſs theſe trenches, made, by grief and care 
Witneſs the tiring day, and heavy night; 
Witneſs all ſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empereſs, mighty Tamora: 

Is not thy coming tor my other hand? 
Tam. Know thou, ſad man, I am not Tamora: : 
She is thy enemy and I thy friend: 
I am Revenge; ſent from the infernal kingdom, 
To eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy mind, ; * 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. _ 
Come down, and welcome me to this world slight; 
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Confer with me of murder and of death: ., 
'There's not a hollow cave, nor lurking-place, 
No vaſt obſcurity, or miſty vale. 
Where bloody murder, or deteſted rape, 
Can couch for fear, but ] will find them out; 
And in their ears tell hem my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake. 
Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou ſent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies? , : 
Tam. I am; therefore come down, and welcome me. 
Tit. Do me ſome ſervice, ere I come to thee. _ 
Lo, by thy ſide where Rape and Murder ſtands ; 
Now give ſome 'ſurance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them, on thy chariot wheels; 
And then Pl] come and be thy waggoner, | 
And whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide two proper palfriee, black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon ſwift away, 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves: 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I wil! diſmount, and by the waggon wheel, 
Trot, like a ſervile footman, all day long; 
Even from Hyperion's riſing in the eaſt, 
Until his very downfal in the ſea. 
And day by day L'Il do this heavy taſk, 
So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there, 
Tam. Theſe are my miniſters, and come with me, 
Tit. Are they tay miniſters ? what are they call'd? 
Tam. Rapine and Murder: therefore called ſo, 
*Cauſe they take vengeance on ſuch kind of men. 
Tit. Good lord, how like the empereſs' ſons they are 
And you, the empereſs! But we worldly men, 
Have miſerable, mad, miſtaking eyes. 
O ſweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 
And if one arm's embracement wil content thee, 
I will embrace thee in it by and by. wt 
rn neo +. TR: L1TUSFron above. 
Tam, This cloſing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate'er I forge, to feed his brain-ſick fits, 
Do you uphold and maintain in your ſpeeches, 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 
And, being creculous in his mad thought, 
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Il make him ſend for Lucius his ſon ; 
And whilſt I at a banquet hold him ſure, . 
Pll find ſome. cunning practice out of hand, 


To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the leaſt, make them his enemies. 


See, here he comes, and I muſt ply my theme. 


e 
Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woeful houſe; 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too 
How like the empereſs and her ſons you are! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor: — _ 
Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil? — 
For, well I wot, the empereſs never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor; 
And, would you repreſent our queen aright, 
It were convenient you had ſuch a devil: 
But welcome, as you are. What ſhall we do? 
Tam. What would'ſt thou have us do, Andronicus ? 
Dem. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 
Chi. Shew me a villain, that hath done a rape, 
And I am ſent to be revenged on him. 5 
Tit. Look round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome 
And when thou find'ſt a man that's like thyſelf, 
Good Murder, ſtab him; he's a murderer,— 


Go thou with him; and, when it is thy hap, 
To find another that is like to thee, 


Good Rapine, ſtab him: he is a raviſher.— 


Go thou with them; and in the emperor's court 


There is a queen, attended by a Moor ; 


| Well may'ſt thou know 0 thy own proportion, 
Mreſe 8 


q mble thee; 
I pray thee, do on them ſome violent death, 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tam. Well haſt thou leſſon'd us; this ſhall we do. 
But would it pleaſe thee, good Andronicus, 
To ſend for Lucius, thy thrice valiant fon, _ 
Who lead towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 


For up and down ſhe dg 


5 


And bid him come and banquet at thy houſe: 


When he is here, even at thy ſolemn feaſt, 
1 will bring in the empereſs and her ſons, 


\ 
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The emperor himſelf, and all thy foes.z - 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop and kneel, 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry heart. 
What ſays Andronicus to this device? 
Tit, | Sang my brother !— Tis ſad Titus calls. 


Enter MARCUS. 


Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 

Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Goths : 

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 

Some of the chiefeſt princes of the Goths; 

Bid him encamp his ſoldiers where they are: 

Tell him, the emperor, and the empereſs too, 

Faſt at my houſe; and he ſhall feaſt with them. 

This do thou for my love; and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged father's life, _ hs IM 
| Mar. This will 1 do, and ſoon return agaifi. [Exit. 
Tam. Now will IJ hence about thy buſineſs, 

And take my miniſters along with me. 
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with; 

Or elſe Pl call my brother back again, 

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. Af 

Tam. [to her Sons.] What ſay you, boys? will you 
abide with him 355 

Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, 

How [ have govern'd our determin'd jeſt? TE FI 

Yield to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 1 

And tarry with him ?till I come again. 1 1 

Tit. 1 know them all, though they ſuppoſe me mad; 1 

And will o'er-reach them in their own devices, e 9 

A pair of curſed hell-hounds, and their dam. [ Ade. Ii} 

Dem. Madamy depart at pleaſure, leave us here. 19 
Tam. Farewell, Andronicus; Revenge now goes 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tam. 
Tit. I know thou doſt; and, ſweet Revenge, farewell. 
Chi, Tell us, old man, how ſhall we be employ'd? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do, — 

Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine! 


* 


' 


| Enter Publius, and Servants. 
Pub. What is your will? > Git % 
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Is he ſure bound? look, that you bind them faſt. 


Tit. Come, come, Lavinia: look thy foes are bound :-- 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. 


Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have ftain'd with mud, 


My hand cut off, and made a merry jeſt: 


You know, your mother means to feaſt with me, 
And calls herſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad 


TiTVs ANDRONICUS, 


Tit. Know you theſe two ? 
Pub. The empereſs' ſons 
J take them, Chiron and Demetris. 
Tit. Fye, Publius, fye! thou art too much deceiy'd ; 
The one.is Murder, Rape is the other's name; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 
Caius, and Valantine, lay hands on them: 
Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 
And now | find it: therefore bind them ſure ; 
And ſtop their mouths, if they begin to cry. _ 
t [Exit Trrus. 
Chi. Villains, forbear; we are the empereſs' ſons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded.-- 
Stop cloſe their mouths, let them not ſpeak a word: 


Re-enter Titus ANDRONICUS with a knife, and LAvi- 
NIA with a Baſon. 


Sirs, ſtop their mouths, let them not ſpeak to me; 


O villains, Chiron and Demetrius! © 
This goodly ſummer with your winter mix'd. 
You kill'd her huſband ; and, for that vile fault, 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death: 


Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dead 
'Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleſs chaſtity, 
Inhuman traitors, you conftrain'd and forc'd, 
What would you ſay, if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? 
Villains, for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats z 
Whilſt that Lavinia *twixt her ſtumps doth hold 
The baſon, that receives your guilty blood. 0 


Hark, villains, I will grind your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it PII make a paſte; 


And of the paſte a coffin'will rear, 
And make two paſties of your ſhameful heads 3 
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And bid that ſtrumpet, your unha low'd dam, 
Like to the earth, ſwallow her own increaſe. 
This is the feaſt that! have bid her to, 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on; 
For worſe than Philomel you us'd my daughter, 
And worſe than Progne Lwil be reveng'd: 
And now prepare your throats. — Lavinia, come, 
Receive the blood; and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder ſmall, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it; 
And in that paſte let their vile heads be bak d. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet; which I wiſh might prove 
More Seek and bloody than the Centaur's feaſt. 
[ He cuts their throats. 
80, now bring them in, for I will play the cook, 
And ſee them ready 'gainſt their mother comes. L Exeunt. 


— 
SCENE III. 
Enter Lucius, Marcvs, and Goths, with AARON 
Pri onere 


Luc. Uncle Marcus, ſince it is my father's mind, 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 
Goth. And ours with thine, befal what fortune will. 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous M, 
This ravenons tiger, this accurſed devil; 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the emperor's face, 
For teſtimony of theſe foul proceedings: 
And ſee the ambuſh of our friends be firong ; 
I fear the emperor means no good to us. 
Aar, Some devil whiſper curſes in mine ear, 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venemous malice of my ſwelling heart! 
Luc, AN inhuman dog ! unhallow'd flave !— 
 [Exeunt Gothe, with AARON, 
Firs, help qur uncle to convey him in.— 1 Floner :p. 
Wee eee R 
369K i 


68 TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


Sound Trumpets, Enter SATURNINUS and T AMORA, 
with Tribunes and others. 7 | | 
Sat. What, hath: the firmament more ſuns than one: 
Luc. What boots it tace to call thyſelf a ſun ! 
Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle; 
"Theſe quarrels muſt be quictly debate 
The feaſt is ready, which the careful Titus 
Fach ordained to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome: 
Pleaſe you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places, 
Sat. Marcus, we will. [ Hauthoys, 
A Table brought. Enter Tirus, like a Cat, placing the 
Meat on the Table, and LAviNnia,-with a Veil over her 
Hace. | 


Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread 
queen; 


Welcome, ye warlike Goths; ; welcome, Lucius ; : 
And Welcome, all: although. the cheer be poor, 
*T w:ll fill your romachs : ; pleaſe you eat of it. 
Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus? 
Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 
To entertain your highneſs and your empereſs. 
Tam. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 
Tit. An' if your highneſs knew my heart, you were, 
My lord the emperor, reſolve me this; 
Was it well done of raſh Virginius, _ 
To ſla is daughter with his own right hand, 
| Becauſe ſhe was enforc'd, ſtain'd, and defloyer'd d? 
Sat. It was, Andronicus. 
Tit. Vour reaſon mighty lord? 
Sat Becauſe the girl ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his ſorrows. _ 
Ti. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual; 
A pattern, precedent, and liyely warrant, 
or. me, moſt wretched, to perform the like:. 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee z - - 
And, with thy ſhame, thy father's ſorrow die! 
I Ae fille her. 
Sat What haſt thou done 19 and unkind! 
Ti: 6 Kill'ſt ber, for ee m y warrhare made me aa 
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T am as woeful as Virginius was : 
And have a thouſand times more cauſe than he 
To do this outrage Hand it is now done. 
Fat. What, was ſhe raviſh'd? tell, who did the deed. 
Tit. 5 11 pleaſe you eat? will't pleaſe your highneſs 
20657 Mr 
Tam. Why haſt thou flain thine only daughter thus? 
Tit. Not I; *twas Chiron and Demetrius: 
They raviſh'd her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, *twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us preſently. 
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhe herſelf hath bred. 
*Tis true, *tis true; witneſs my knife's ſharp point. 
ROT TIO AL 1+ 145 [ He ſtabs TAMORA. 
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accurſed deed, 
2 [He ſtabs TITrus. 
Luc. Can the ſon's eye behold his father bleed? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
55 Lucivs ſtabs SATURNINUS. 
Mar. You ſad fac'd men, people and ſons of Rome, 
By uproar ſever'd like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempeſtuous guſts, 
O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This ſcatter'd corn into one mutual ſheaf, 
Theſe broken limbs again into one body. 
Goth. Let Rome herſelf be bane unto herſelf ; 
And ſhe, whom mighty kingdoms curtſy to, 
- Like a forlorn and deſperate caſt-away, 
Do ſhameful execution on herſelf. 5 
Mar. But if my froſty ſigns and chaps of age, 
Grave witneſſes of true experience, . 
Cannot induce you to attend my words,. — | 
Speak, Rome's dear friend; as erſt our anceſtor, 
8 e N [To Lucius. 
When with his ſolemn töngue he did diſcourſe, 
To love: ſick Dido's fad attending ear, 
The ſtory of that baleful burning night, 
When ſubtle Greeks ſurpriz'd king Prizm's Troy; 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 
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Of this was Tamora delivered; 
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That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. 


My heart is not compact of flint, nor ſteel; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 


And break my very utterance; even in the time 


When it ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 


Lending your kind commiſeration: 


Here is a captain let him tell the tale: 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him ſpeak, 
Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you 

That curſed Chiron and Demetrius EE os 

Were they that murder'd our emperor's brother ; 

And they it was, that raviſhed our ſiſter : 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 

Our father's tears deſpis'd; and baſely cozen'd 


Of that true hand that fought Rome's quarrel out, 


And ſent her enemies unto the grave. 

Laftly, myſelf unkindly baniſhed, 

The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 

To beg relief among Rome's enemies 

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 

And op'd their arms t' embrace me as a friend: 

And I am the turn'd-forth, be it known to you, 

That have preſerv'd her welfare in my blood; 

And from her boſom took the enemy's point, 

Sheathing the ſteel in my advent'rous body. 

Alas! you know, I am no vaunter, I; 

My ſcars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 

That my report is juſt, and full of truth. 

But, ſoft methinks, I do digreſs too much, 

Citing my worthleſs praiſe : O, pardon me; 

For when no friends are by, men praiſe themſelves. 
Mar. Now is my turn to ſpeak ; behold this child, 


The iſſue of an irreligious Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of theſe woes; 
The villain is alive in Titus'houſe, 
And as he is, to witneſs this is true. 
Now judge what cauſe had Titus to revenge 
Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt patience, 
Or more than any, living man could bear. 
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Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you, Romans? 
Have we done aught amiſs ? ſhew us wherein, 
And, from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronici . 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong caſt us down, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our brains, 
And, make a mutual cloſure of our houſe. 
Speak, Romans, ſpeak : and, if you ſay we ſhall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 
Amil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand 
Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know, 
The common voice do cry, it ſhall be fo. 
Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal emperor ! 
Go, go, into old Titus' ſorrowful houſe ; 
And hither hale that miſbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd ſome direful ſlaughtering death, 
As puniſhment for his muſt wicked life. 
Lucius, all hail, Rome's gracious governor ! 
Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans ! May I govern ſo, 
To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe! 
But, gentle people, give me him a while, — 
For Nature puts me to a heavy taſk ;— 
Stand all aloof ;—but, uncle, draw you near, 
To ſhed obſequious tears upon this trunk :— 
O, take this warm kiſs on thy pale cold lips, 
| ER _ [&fes TiTvs, 
Theſe ſorrowful drops upon thy blood- ſtain'd face, 
The laſt true duties of thy noble ſon | | 
Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 


Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 


O, were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay 7 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them! | 

Luc. Come hither, boy; come, come, and learn cf us 
To melt in ſhowers: Thy grandſire Jov'd thee well: 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee, FLEE 
Sung thee afleep, his loving breaſt thy pillow; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, | 
Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy; 
In that reſpect then, like a loving child, 
died yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender ſpring, 
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Becauſe kind nature doth require it ſo: | 
Friends ſhould aſſociate friends in grief and woe: 

Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave ; 

Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O grandfire, grandſire! even with all my heart 

Would I were dead, fo you did live again. 

O lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping z 

My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 


Enter Romans with AAR ON, 


R:m. You ſad Andronici, have done with woes; 
Give ſentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 

Luc. Set him breaſt-deep in earth, and famiſh him; 
There let him ftand, and rave and cry for food: 
If any one relieves or pities him, 

For the offence he dies. This is our doom: 
Some ſtay, to ſee him faſten'd in the earth. 

Aar. oy why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb * 
Jam no baby, I, that, with baſe prayers, - 

I ſhould repent the evils I have done ; 


Ten thouſand, worſe than ever yet I did, 


Would I perform, if I might have my will: 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very ſoul, 
Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor hence, 


And give him burial in his father's grave: 


My father, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 

Be cloſed in our houſehold's monument. 

As for that henious tyger, Tamora, 

No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds, 


No mournful bel] ſhall ring her burial ; 


But throw her forth to beaſts, and birds of prey : 
Her life was beaſt-like, and devoid of pity ; 

And, being ſo, ſhall have like want of pity. 

See juſtice done on Aaron, that damn'd Moor, 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning: 
Then, afterwards, to order well the ſtate ; 


That like events may ne'er. it ruinate, ¶ Exeunt onnes- 


THE END. 
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DRAMAT IS PERSON Z&. 


| 


MEN. 


Jurivs CæsAR, 


OcrAvius CxsAR, 
M. AxTonivs, Triumvirs, after the Dea of 


M. EMIL. LEripvus, fi alius Cæſar. 

CicERO, 9 

PvzLivs, Senators, 

 PoriLivs LENA, 

BrvuTvs, 

 Cass1vs, 

CASCA;. * | 

Lo apy voy C onſpirators againſi Julius Cæſar. 

Dzxcivs BRurus, | DT 

METELLVUS CIMBER, 

_ Cinna, | 

 FLavivs 8 

M 8 1 | Tribunes. 

ARTEMIDORUS, a Soph; 1 of- Cnides. 

A Soothſayer. | 

CINNA, a Poet. 

Anot her Poet. 

Locilivs, Tirinus, Mxss ALA, Young Caro, and 
VoLUuMNIUs, Friends to Brutus and Caſſius, 

VARRO, CLITUs, CLAUDIUs, STRATO, Lucius, Dat. 
DANIUs, Servants to Brutus. 

Pix pAxus, Servant to Caſſius. 


WOMEN. 


CALPHURNIA, Wife to Ceſar, 
PorTIA, Wiße to Brutus. 


Plebeians, Senators, Guards, Attendants, Sc. 


SCENE, for the three firſt Acts, at Rome : afterwards at at 
Hand near Mutina ; at Sardis ; and near Philippi. 
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SCENE I. Rome. A Street. 


Enter FLAvius, MARULLUs, and certain Commoners. 


Flavius. 


Hexce ; home, you idle creatures, get you home. 
Is this a holiday? What! know you not, 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 
Upon a labouring day, without the ſign 
| Of your profeſſion ?—Speak, what trade art thou ? 
Car, Why, fir, a carpenter, 
Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule? 
What doſt thou with thy beſt apparel on ? 


= You, fir 5 what trade are you? 


Cob. Truly, fir, in reſpect of a fine workinan, I am 
but, as you would ſay, a cobler, 


Mar. But, what trade art thou ? Anſwer me di- 


rely. 


Ct. A trade, fir, that, I hope, I may uſe with a 


E ſafe conſcience ; which is indeed, fir, a mender of bad 

„ ſoals. rs 

E Fav. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty 
knave, what trade ? 5 

Cob. Nay, I beſeech you, fir, be not out with me: 

Vet, if you be out, fir, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meaneſt thou by that? Mend me, thou 

ſaucy fellow? | . 

Cob. Why, fir, cobble you. 

Flav, Thou art a cobler, art thou? 


Cob. Truly fir, all that I live by is, with the awl : 1 


& meddle with no trade,—man's matters, nor woman's 


FO matters, 
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matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, fir, a furgeon 

to old ſhoes; when they are in great danger, I recover 

them. As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather, 

have gone upon my handy-work. | 
Flav. But wherefore art not in thy ſhop to-day? 

Why doſt thou lead theſe men about the ftreets ? 
Cob. Truly, fir, to wear out their ſhoes, to get my. 

ſelf into more work. But, indeed, fir, we make holj. 

day, to ſee Cæſar, and to rejoice in his triumph, 
Mar, Wherefore rejoice * What conqueſt bring: 

he home? 

W hat tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ? 

You blocks, you ſtones, you worſe than ſenſeleſs things! 

O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 

Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 

Your infants in your arms, and there have fat 

The live-long day, with patient expectation, 

To fee great * paſs the ſtreets of Rome: 

And when you ſaw his chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an univerſal ſhout, _ 

That Tyber trembled underneath his banks, 

To hear the replication of your ſounds 

Made in his concave ſhores ? 

And do you now put on your beſt attire ? 

And do you now cull out a holiday ? 

And do you now ftrew flowers in his way, 

That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood? 

Be gone; 5 

Run to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 

That needs muſt light on this ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault, 

Aſſemble all the poor men of your ſort; 

Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 

Into the channel, *till the loweſt ſtream 

Do kiſs the moſt exalted ſhores of all. 
| [ E xeunt Comes” 

dee, 


* 
1 
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See, whe'r their baſeſt metal be now mov'd, 
They vaniſh tongue-ty'd in their guiltineſs. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol; 
This way will 1: Diſrobe the images, 
if yon do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 
Mar.” May we do ſo? 
You know, 1t is the feaſt of Lupereal. 
Hav. It is no matter; let no images 
Be hung with Cæſar's trophies. Pl about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the ſtreets: 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick, 
Theſe growing feathers pluck'd from Cæſar's Wings 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch; | 
Who elſe would ſoar above the view of man, 
And keep us all in ſervile fearfulneſs. 


8 [ Exeunt, 


— 
— — 


SCENE II. The /ame, 


Enter Cxs AR, ANTONY, for the Courſe; CALPHURNIA, 
PorTia, DEciuvs, Cicero, BruTvs, Cassius, 
3 a Soothſayer, &c. 


Cæſ. Calphurnia, — 

1. Peace, ho! Cæſar ſpeaks, 

Cæſ. Calphurnia. — 

Calph. Here, my lord. 

Cæſ. Stand you directly in Antonius“ way, 
When he doth run his courſe, — Antonius, 

Ant. Cæſar, my lord. 

Cæſ. Forget not, in your ſpeed, Antonius, 
To touch Calphurnia ; for our elders ſay, 
The barren, touched in this holy chaſe, 

Shake off their ſteril curſe. 

Ant. I ſhall remember: | 
When Czfar ſays, Do this, it is perform d. 

Czf. Set on, and leave no ceremony out. 

Soot h. Cæſar. 

Cæſ. Ha! Who calls? 

ales. Bid every pools: bo ſill : ;—Peace yet again, 


3 Caf. 


BF, 
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Cæſ. Who is it in the preſs, that calls on me; 
J heard a tongue, ſhriller than all the muſick, 
Cry, Cæſar: Speak; Cæſar is turn'd to hear, 
Sooth. Beware the ides of March. | 
Cæſ. What man is that? 
Bru, A ſoothſayer, bids you beware of the ides of 
March. . 
Cæſ. Set him before me, let me ſee his face. 
Caf. Fellow, come from the throng: Look upon 
Cæſar. . ; Eh 
Cæſ. What ſayſt thou to me now? Speak once 
again. | 
Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 
Cæſ. He is a dreamer ; let us leave him :—paſs. 
lll [Sennet. Exeunt Cs AR, and Train, 
Caſ. Will you go ſee the order of the courſe ? 
Bru. Not I. ; 
Caf. I pray you, do. 
Bru. I am not gameſome ; I do lack ſome part 
Of that quick ſpirit that is in Antony. 
Let me not hinder, Caſſius, your deſires; 


I'll leave you. | 


Caſ. Brutus, I do obſerve you now of late: 
1 have not from your eyes that gentleneſs, 
And ſhew of love, as | was wont to have: 
You bear too ſtubborn and too ſtrange a hand 


Over your friend that loves you. 


Bru. Caſhus, 
Be not deceiv'd ; If I have veil'd my look, 
J turn the trouble of my countenance 


Merely upon myſelf. Vexed I am, 


Of late, with paſſions of ſome difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myſelf, | 
Which give ſome ſoil, perhaps, to my behaviours: 
But let not therefore my good friends be griey'd 
(Among which number, Caſſius, be you one); 
Nor conſtrue any further my negle&, 
Than that poor Brutus, with himſelf at war, 
Forgets the ſhews of love to other men. 

Caſ. Then, Brutus, I have much miſtook your 

paflion ; . | 8 
J 
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By means whereof, this breaſt of mine hath bury'd 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you ſee your face? 
Bru, No, Caſſius: for the eye ſees not itſelf, 
But by reflection, by ſome other things. 
Caf, Tis juſt: 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no ſuch mirrors, as will turn 
Your-hidden worthineſs into your eye, $ 
That you might ſee your ſhadow, I have heard, 
Where many of the beſt reſpect in Rome 
(Except immortal Cæſar), ſpeaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke, 
Have wiſh'd that noble Brutus had his eyes. 
Bru, Into what dangers would you lead me, 
7 Caffius, + des | | 
That you would have me ſeek into myſelf 
For that which is not 1n me ? 
Caſ. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear: 
And, fince you know you cannot ſee yourſelf 
So well as by reflection, I, your glaſs, 
Will modeſtly diſcover to yourſelf 
That of yourſelf which yet you know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus: 
Were Ja common laugher, or did uſe 
To ſtale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new proteſter; if you know 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
And after ſcandal them; or if you know 
That I profeſs myſelf in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. | 
| | [ Flouri/h, and ſhout. 
Bru, What means this ſhouting? I do fear, the 
people 1 
Chooſe Cæſar for the king. 
Caf. Ay, do you fear it? 
Then muſt T think you would not have it ſo. 
Bru, I would not, Caffius ; yet I love him well: — 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long? 
What is it that you would impart to me: 


A 4 
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If it be aught toward the general good, 
Set honour in one eye, and death Y the other, 
| And I will look on both indifferently: 
= For, let the gods ſo ſpeed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 
Caſ. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 

As well as I do know your outward favour, 
| Well, honour is the ſubject of my ſtory. — 
k Is cannot tell, what you and any other men 
Think of this life; but, for my ſingle ſelf, 

I had as lief not be, as live to bo | 
| In awe of ſuch a thing as I myſelf. 
J was born free as Cæſar; ſo were you: 
| We both have fed as well; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and guſty day, | 

The troubled Tyber chafing with his ſhores, 
Ceæſar ſaid to me, Dar'/? thou, Caſſius, now 
* Leap in with me into this angry Mood, 
( And ſwim to yonder point? — Upon the word, 1 

Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 3 

And bade him follow: ſo, indeed, he did, 7 
7 | The torrent roar'd ; and we did buffet it 

With luſty finews ; throwing it aſide, 

And ſtemming it with hearts of controverſy. 1 
| But ere we could arrive the point propos'd, = 
| Czſar cry'd, Help me, Caſſius, or I ſink. 3 
1 I, as Eneas, our great anceſtor, 3 
Did from the flames of Troy upon his ſhoulder 

The old Anchiſes bear, ſo, from the waves of Tyber, 
Did I the tired Cæſar: And this man 
Is now become a god; and Caſſius is 
A wretched creature, and muſt bend his body, 
If Czfar careleſsly but nod on him. 5 
He had a fever when he was in Spain,  - 
| And, when the fit was on him, I did mark 
| | How he did ſhake : 'tis true, this god did ſhake : 
| His coward lips did from their colour fly; 
1 And that ſame eye, whoſe bend doth awe the world, 
| Pid loſe his luſtre 3 I did hear him gon: 
i 3 „. 
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Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade tlie Romans 
Mark him, and write his ſpeeches in their books, 
Alas ! it cry'd, Gwe me ſome drink, Titinius, 

As a fick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 
A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould 
So get the ſtart of the majeſtic world, 
A bear the palm alone. 

Bru. Another general ſhout | 
I do believe, that theſe applauſes are 
For ſome new honours that are heap'd on Cæſar. 

Caſ. Why, man, he doth beſtride the narrow 
World, | 8 
Like a Coloſſus; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourſelves diſhonourable graves. 

Men at ſome time are maſters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ſtars, 

| Butin ourſelves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus, and Cæſar: What ſhould be in that Ceſar ? 
Why ſhould that name be ſounded more than yours ? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name; 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with them, 
Brutus will ſtart a ſpirit as ſoon as Cæſar. 

Now in the names of all the gods at once, 

Upon what meat doth this our Cæſar feed, 
That he is grown ſo great? Age, thou art ſham'd: 

| Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble bloods ! 

When went there by an age, ſince the great flood, 

But it was fam'd with more than with one man? 
When could they ſay, *till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walls encompaſs'd but one man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough, 

When there is in it but one only man. 

= Oh! you and I have heard our fathers ſay, 

= There was a Brutus once, that would have brock d 
The eternal devil to keep his ſtate in Rome, 

As eaſily as a king. . A 

Bru, That you do love me, I am nothing jealous z 
What you would work me to, I have ſome aim: 


[ Shout, Flouri/h. 


How 
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How I have thought of this, and of theſe times, 
I ſhall recount hereafter ; for this preſent, 


I would not, ſo with love I might entreat you, 
Be any further mov'd. What you have ſaid, 


I will conſider ; what you have to ſay, 

I will with patience hear; and find a time 

Both meet to hear, and anſwer ſuch high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this; 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 

Than to repute himſelf a ſon of Rome 


Under ſuch hard conditions as this time 


Is like to lay upon us. 
Caf. I am glad, that my weak words 
Have ſtruck but this much ſhew of fire from Brutus, 


Re-enter Cs Ak, and his Train, 


Bru. The games are done, and Cæſar is returning. 
Ceſ. As they paſs by, pluck Caſca by the fleeve : 
And he will, after his ſour faſhion, tell you 


What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 


Bru, I will do ſo :—But, look you, Cafhus, 


The angry ſpot doth glow on Cæſar's brow, 


And all the reſt look like a chidden train: 
Calphurnia's cheek is pale; and Cicero 


Looks with ſuch ferret and ſuch fiery eyes, 


As we have ſeen him in the Capitol, 
Being croſs'd in conference by ſome ſenators, 

Caf. Caſca will tell us what the matter is. 

Cæſ. Antonius. 

Ant. Ceſar. | 5 
Cæſ. Let me have men about me, that are fat; 
Sleek-headed men, and ſuch as ſleep o'nights: 3 
Yon Caſſius has a lean and hungry look; 14 


He thinks too much : ſuch men are dangerous. 


Ant. Fear him not, Cæſar, he's not dangerous; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Cæſ. Would he were fatter :—But I fear him not: 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man I ſhould avoid 
Do ſoon as that ſpare Caſſius. He reads much; 
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He is a great obſerver, and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men: he loves no plays, 

As thou doſt, Antony: he hears no muſick: 

Seldom he ſmiles; and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort, 

As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit 
That could be moy'd to ſmile at any thing. 7 
Such men as he be never at heart's eaſe, ; 
Whiles they behold a greater than themſelves ; 

And therefore are they very dangerous, mr 

| ] rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 

Than what I fear; for always I am Cæſar. 

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, ö 
| And tell me truly what thou think'ſt of him. 


[ Excunt CXSAR, and his Train, 

Manent BRUTUs and CaAs81Us; CAsc A to them, 

Caſca. You pulPd me by the cloak; Would you 
ſpeak with me ? „% mp: 

= Bru. Ay, Caſca; tell us what hath chanc'd to-day, 
That Cæſar looks ſo fad. 
Caſca. Why you were with him, were you not ? 
Bru, I ſhould not then aſk Caſca, what had chanc'd. 
Caſca. Why, there was a crown offer'd him: and 
being offer'd him, he put it by with the back of his 
hand, thus; and then the people fell a' ſhouting. 
Fru. What was the ſecond noiſe for ? 
= Caſca, Why for that too. 
3 : Cape They ſhouted thrice ; What was the laſt cry 
for! 
Caſca. Why for that too. 1 
Bru, Was the crown offer'd him thrice ? 
Caſca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice, 
every time gentler than other; and at every putting 
by, mine honeſt neighbours ſhouted, ab : 
= Cas. Who offer'd him the crown ? 
= Caſca, Why, Antony. | | 
= Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Caſca, 
& Caſca, I can as well be hang'd, as tell the manner 
Jof it: it was mere foolery, or I did not mark it. I ſaw 
Mark Antony offer him a crown;— yet 'twas not 
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a crown neither, *twas one of theſe coronets; — and, 
as I told you, he put it by once: but, for all that, to 
my thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he 
offer'd it to him again; then he put it by again: but, 
to my thinking, he was very loth to lay his fingers off 
it. And then he offer'd it a third time; he put it the 
third time by: and ſtill, as he refus'd it, the rabble. 
ment hooted, and clapp'd their chopt hands, and threw 
up their ſweaty night- caps, and utter'd ſuch a deal of 
ſtinking breath, becauſe Cæſar refus'd the crown, that 
it had almoſt choak'd Cæſar; for he ſwooned, and fell 
_ down at it: And for mine own part, I durſt not laugh, 
for fear of opening my lips, and receiving the bad air, 
Caf. But, ſoft, I pray you: What? did Cæſar 
{woon ? 
Caſca. He fell down in the market-place, and foam't 
at mouth, and was ſpeechleſs, = 
Bru. * Tis very like; he hath the falling- ſickneſs. 
Caſ. No, Cæſar hath it not; but you, and I, 
And honeſt Caſca, we have the falling-ſickneſs, 
Caſca. I know not what you mean by that; but,! 
am ſure, Cæſar fell down, If the tag-rag people did 
not clap him, and hiſs him, according as he pleas'd, 
and diſpleas'd them, as they uſe to do the players in 
the theatre, I am no true man. 
Bru, What ſaid he, when he came unto himſelf !? 
Caſca. Marry before he fell down, when he perceiv' 
the common herd was glad he refus'd the crown, he 
pluck'd me ope his doublet, and offer'd them his throat 
to cut.— An I had been a man of any occupation, if | 
would not have taken him at a word, ] would 1 might 
go to hell among the rogues : and ſo he fell. When he 
came to himſelf again, he ſaid, If he had done, or ſaid 
any. thing amiſs, he defir'd their worſhips to think it 
was his infirmity. Three or four wenches, where! 
ſtood, cry'd, Alas, good ſoul /—and forgave him with 
all . But there's no heed to be taken d 


them; if Cæſar had ſtabb'd their mothers, they would 


have done no leſs. 


Bru. And after that, he came, thus ſad, away F 
| | | alk 


Caſca. Ay, 

Cal. Did Cicero ſay any thing? 

Caſca. Ay, he ſpoke Greek. 

Caſ. To what effect? 5 

Caſca. Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you 
* the face again: But thoſe that underſtood him, 
ſmil'd at one another, and ſhook their heads: but, for 
mine own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you 
more news too: Marullus and Flavius, for pullin 


you well, There was more foolery yet, if I could 
| remember it. . 
Ca. Will you ſup with me to-night, Caſca ? 
Caſca. No, I am promis'd forth, 
Caſ. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 
Caſca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner worth the eating. 
Ca/, Good; 1 will expect you. 
Caſca, Do fo ; Farewell both. 1 
Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ! 
| He was quick mettle, when he went to ſchool. 
Cal. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprize, 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeneſs is a ſauce to his good wit, 
| Which gives men ſtomach to digeſt his words 
With better appetitee. 
Bru. And ſo it is. For this time I will leave you: 
| To-morrow, if you pleaſe to ſpeac with me, 
| I will come home to you; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
Caſ. I will do ſo:— till then, think of the world. 
5 X [Exit BRorus. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble: yet, I ſee, 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is diſpos'd; Therefore tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes : 
For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduc'd ? 
| Czfar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus: 
II were Brutus now, and he were Caſſius, 
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ſcarfs off Cæſar's images, are put to ſilence. Fare 
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He ſhould not humour me. I will this night, 

In ſeveral hands, in at his windows throw, 

As if they came from ſeveral citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of bis name ; whereon obſcurely 


_ Czſar's ambition ſhall be glanced at: 


And, after this, let Cæſar ſeat him ſure: 
For we will ſhake him, or worſe days endure, 


| Exit, 


——— — — 


— — — 


SCENE III. A Street. Thunder and lightning, 


Enter CascA, his ſword drawn; and CICERO, mectin; 
him, SR IE 


Cic. Good even, Caſca: Brought you Cæſar home! 
Why are you breathlelis ? and why ſtare you ſo ? 
Caſca. Are you not mov'd, when all the ſway of 
earth... | 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero, 


J have ſeen tempeſts, when the ſcolding winds 


Have riv'd the knotty oaks ; and I have ſeen 


The ambitious ocean ſwell, and rage, and foam, 


To be exalted with the threat'ning clouds : 

But never till to-night, never *till now, 

Did I go through a tempeſt dropping fire. 

Either there is a civil ſtrife in heaven; 

Or elſe the world, too ſaucy with the gods, 

Incenſes them to ſend deſtruction. 
Cic. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful: 
Caſca. 3 3 88 ſlave (you know him well by 

ight | 
Held up his il hand, which did flame, and burn, 


Like twenty torches join'd; and yet his hand, 


Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd unicorch'd. 
Beſides (I have not ſince put up my ſword), 
Againſt the Capitol I met a lion, 

Who glar'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 
Without annoying me: And there were drawn 
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| Transformed with their fear; who ſwore, they ſaw 
| Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets, 
| And, yeſterday, the bird of night did fit, 
Even at noon-day, upon the market-place, 
Hooting and ſhrieking. When theſe prodigies 
Do ſo conjointly meet, let not men ſay, 
| Theſe are their reaſons, — They are natural; 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
| Unto the climate that they point upon. 
Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrange-diſpoſed time: 
But men may conſtrue things after their faſhion, 
| Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 
Comes Cæſar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 
Caſca. He doth ; for he did bid Antonius 
| Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 
Cic. Good night then, Caſca: this diſturbed iky 
Is not to walk in. 7 85 
Caſca. Farewell, Cicero. [ Exit CICERO. 
| Enter CAsslus. | 
Caſ. Who's there ? 
Caſca, A Roman. 
Caſ. Caſca, by your voice, 3 
Caſca. Your ear is good. Caſſius, what night is this? 
Caſ. A very pleaſing night to honeſt men. | 
Caſca. Who ever knew the heavens menace ſo? 
Caſ. Thoſe that have known the earth ſo full of 
7 : 
| For my part, I have walk'd about the ſtreets. 
| Submitting me unto the perilous night; 
| And, thus unbraced, Caſca, as you ſee, 
Have bar'd my boſom to the thunder-ſtone : 
And, when the croſs blue lightning ſeem'd to open 
| The breaſt of heaven, I did preſent myſelf 
Even in the aim and very flaſh of it. 
Caſca. But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the 
heavens! © wy 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, _ 
When the moſt mighty gods, by tokens, ſend 
Such dreadful heralds to aftoniſh us. | 
; | Caf. 
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Caf. You are dull, Caſca; and thoſe ſparks of life 

That ſhould be in a Roman, you do want, 

Or elſe you uſe not: You look pale, and gaze; 

And put on fear, and caſt yourſelf in wonder, 

To ſee the ſtrange impatience of the heavens : 

But if you would conſider the true cauſe, 

Why all theſe fires, why all theſe gliding ghoſts, 

Why birds and beaſts, from quality and kind; 

Why old men, fools, and children calculate 

Why all theſe things change, from their ordinance, 

Their natures, and pre-formed faculties, 

To monſtrous quality; why, you ſhall find, 

That heaven hath infuſed them with theſe ſpirits, 

To make them inſtruments of fear, and warning, 

Unto ſome monſtrous ſtate. _ 

| Now could I, Caſca, name to thee a man 

Moſt like this dreadful night; 

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 

As doth the lion in the Capitol: 

A man no mightier than thyſelf, or me, 

In perſonal action; yet prodigious grown, 

And fearful, as theſe ſtrange eruptions are. 
Caſca, Tis Cæſar that you mean: Is it not, 
Caſſius? | | 
Caſ. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 

Have thews and limbs like to their anceſtors ; 

But, woe the while! our fathers? minds are dead; 

And we are govern'd with our mothers ſpirits ; 

Our yoke and ſufferance ſhew us womaniſh. 
Caſca. Indeed, they ſay, the ſenators to-morrow 

Mean to eſtabliſh Cæſar as a king: 

And he ſhall wear his crown, by ſea, and land, 

In every place, ſave here in Italy, 

Caf. I know where I will wear this dagger then 

Caſhus from bondage will deliver Caffius : 

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak. moſt ſtrong ; 

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat: 

Nor ſtony tower, nor walls of beaten braſs, 

Nor airleſs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron, 
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Can be retentive to the ſtrength of ſpirit; 
But life, being weary of theſe worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to diſmiſs itſelf. 
If I know this, know all the world beſides, 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
can ſhake off at pleaſure. 
Caſca. So can I: 
So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 
Caſ. And why ſhould Cæſar be a tyrant, then? 
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, 
But that he ſees, the Romans are but ſheep : 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 
Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak ſtraws : What traſh is Rome, * 
What rubbiſh, and what offal, when it ſerves 
For the baſe matter to illuminate | 
| So vile a thing as Ceſar! But, O, grief! | | 
Where haſt thou led me? I, perhaps, ſpeak this 
Before a willing bondman : then | know 
My anſwer muſt be made: But I am arm'd, 
And dangers are to be indifferent. | 
Caſca. You ſpeak to Caſca: and to ſuch a man, 
| That is no flearing tell-tale. Hold my hand; 8 
Be factious for redreſs of all theſe griefs; „5 
And I will ſet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheſt. 
Caſ. There's a bargain made. 
Now know you, Caſca, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the nobleſt- minded Romans, 
To undergo with me an enterprize 
Of honourable- dangerous conſequence; 
And Ido know, by this, they ſtay for me 
In Pompey's porch: For now, this fearful night, 
There is no ſtir, or walking in the ſtreets; 
And the complexion of the element, 
It favours like the work we have in hand, 
Moſt bloody, fiery, and moſt terrible. 


B | Enter 
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Enter CINN a. 


Caſca. iy ag cloſe awhile, for here comes one in 
aſte, 
Caſ. Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait; 
He is a friend. —Cinna, where haſte you 10? 
Cin. To find out you: Who's that? Metellus Cimber? 
Caſ. No, it is Caſca; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am ] not ſtaid for, Cinna ? 
Cin. TI am glad on't. What a fearful night is this 
There's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange ſights, 
Caſ. Am I not ſtaid for? Tell me. 
Cin. Ves, 8 : | | 
You are. O Caſſius, if you could but win 
The noble Brutus to our party . 
Caſ. Be you content: Good Cinna, take this papet, 
And look you lay it in the prætor's chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
In at his window; ſet this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' ſtatue: all this done, 
Repair to Pompey's porch, where you ſhall find us. 
ls Decius Brutus, and Trebonius, there? | 
Cin. All but Metellus Cimber; and he's gone 
To ſeek you at your houſe, Well, I will hie, 
And ſo beſtow theſe papers as you bade me. 
Caf. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 
DS, Exit CINNA, 
Come, Caſca, you and I will, yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his houſe :; three parts of him 
Is ours already ; and the man entire, 8 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 
Caſca. Oh, he fits high in all the people's hearts: 
And that which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance, like richeſt alchy my, 
Will change to virtue, and to worthineſs. 
Caſ. Him, and his worth, and our great need 0! 
him, „ ; 
You have right well conceited. Let us go, 
For it is after midnight; and, ere day, 
We will awake him, and be ſure of him. 18 
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222 — — — 
ACT 1 
SCENE 1 
Enter BRurus, in his orchard. 


Brutus. 
Wear, Lucius! ho — 
] cannot, by the progreſs of the ſtars, 

Give gueſs how near to day. Lucius, I fay | 

1 would it were my fault to ſleep ſo ſoundly.— 

When, aa when? Awake, I ſay: what, Lu- 
cius! 


Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call'd you, my lord? _ T2 

Bru. Get me a taper in my ſtudy, Lucius : 
When it 1s lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. I will, my lord. | 

Bru, It muſt be by his death : and for my part, 
I know no perſonal cauſe to ſpurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown'd = _ 
How that might change his nature, there's the queſ- 
| Non. 
It is the bright day that brings forth the adder; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him ?—— 

That ;— 
And then, I grant, we put a ſting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuſe of greatneſs is, when it disjoins 
Remorſe from power: And, to ſpeak truth of Cæſar, 
I have not known when his affections ſway'd 
More than his reaſon. But *tis a common proof, 
That lowlineſs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face : 

ut when he once attains the upmoſt round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his back; 
Looks in the clouds, Forning the baſe degrees 

5 
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which he did aſcend: So Cæſar may; 

Nan leſt he may, prevent. And, fince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour for the thing ke is, 
Faſhion it thus; that what he 1s, augmented, 
Would run to theſe, and theſe extremities : 
And therefore think him as a ſerpent's egg, 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow miſchie- | 

vous, 


And kill him in the ſhell. 


Re-enter Lvc lus. 


Luc. The taper burneth in your cloſet, fir, 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus ſeal'd up; and I am ſure, 
It did not lie there, when I went to- bed. 
Bru, Get you to bed again, it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March? 
Luc. I know. not, fr. 
Bru. Look in the calender, and bring me word. 
Luc, I will, fir. - ai. 
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing 1n the air, 
Give ſo much light, that I may read by them, 
| | [Opens the letter, and read. 
Brutus, thou fleep'/t ; awake, and ſee el 1 
Shall Rome——Speak, ſtrike, redreſs ! 
Brutus, thou ſleep ; awake, 
Such inſtigations have been often droppꝰ a 
Where I have took them up. 
Shall Rome — Thus muſt I piece it out; 
Shall Rome ſtand under one man's awe? What! Rome! 
My anceſtors did from the ſtreets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king. 
Speak, ftrike, redreſs /—Am ] entreated 
To ſpeak, and ſtrike? O Roman! I make thee promiſe, 
If the redreſs will follow, thou receiveſt 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus 


Re-enter Luc IUS. 


Lie. Sir, March is waſted fourteen days. 
[ Knocks within, 


Bru 
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Bru. Tis govd. Go to the gate; ſomebody knocks. 
| | | N [ Exit Lucius. 
Since Caſſius firſt did whet me againſt Cæſar, 
I have not ſlept. 55 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firſt notion, all the interim is 
Like a phantaſma, or a hideous dream: 
The genius, and the moral inftruments, 
Are then in council; and the ſtate of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an inſurrection. 


Re-enter Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, *tis your brother Caſſius at the door, 

Who doth defire to ſee you. 

Bru. Is he alone ? 
Luc. No, fir, there are more with him. 

Bru. Do you know them ? | 

Luc. No, fir; their hats are pluck'd about their ears, 
And half their faces bury'd in their cloaks, 
That by no means I may diſcover them 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius. 
They are the faction. O conſpiracy | 
Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dangerous brow by night, 
When evils are moſt free? O, then, by day, 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough, 
To maſk thy monſtrous viſage ? Seck none, conſpi- 

A 

Hide it in 7 and affability : _ 
For if thou path thy native ſemblance on, 
Not Erebus itſelf were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 


Enter CAss Ius, Casca, Decivs, CIN NA, METELLus, 
and I REBONIUS, 


Caf. I think, we are too bold upon your reſt : 
Good-morrow, Brutus; Do we trouble you ? 

Bru, IT have been up this hour; awake, all night. 
Know I. theſe men, that come along with you:? 
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Caſ. Ves, every man of them; and no man here, 
But honours you: and every one doth wiſh, 
You had but that opinion of yourſelf, 

W hich every noble Roman bears of you, 
This is Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Caſ. This, Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Caſ. This, Caſca; this, Cinna; 
And this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do . wal themſelves 
Betwixt your eyes and night? 


Caſ. Shall I entreat a word ? | They whiſper, 

Dec. Here lies the eaſt : Doth not the day break 
here ? | 

Caſca. No. 


Cin. O, pardon, fir, it doth : and yon grey lines, 
That fret the clouds, arg meſſengers of day. 
Caſca. You ſhall confeſs, that you are both deceiy* d. 
Here, as I point my ſword, the ſun ariſes; 
Which is a great way growing on the ſouth, 
Weighing the youthful ſeaſon of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the north 
He firſt preſents his fire; and the high eaſt 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 
Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one, 
Caf. And let us ſwear our reſolution. 
Bru. No, not an oath: If not the face of men, 
The ſufferance of our ſouls, the time's abuſe, — 
1f theſe be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every man hence to his idle bed; 
So let high-ſighted tyranny range on, 
'Till each man drop by lottery. -But if theſe, 
As I am ſure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to ſteel with valour 
The melting ſpirits of women; then, countrymen, 
What need we any ſpur, but our ow cauſe, 
To prick us to redreſs ? what other bond, 
Than ſecret Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
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þ | 
And will not palter? and what other oath, 

Than honeſty to honeſty engag'd, 

That this ſhall be, or we will fall for it! 

Swear prieſts, and cowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble carrions, and ſuch ſuffering ſouls 

That welcome wrongs ; unto bad cauſes {wear 

Such creatures as men doubt: but do not ſtain 

The even virtue of our enterprize, 

Nor the inſuppreſſive mettle of our ſpirits, 

To think, that, or our cauſe, or our performance, 
Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 

Is guilty of a ſeveral baſtardy, 

If he do break the ſmalleſt particle 

Of any promiſe that hath paſt from him. 

Caſe. But what of Cicero? Shall we ſound him? 

I think, he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. | 
Caſca. Let us not leave him out. 
Cin. No, by no means. 

Met. O, let us have him; for his ſilver hairs 

Will purchaſe us a good opinion, 

And buy men's voices to commend our deeds: 

It ſhall be ſaid, his judgment rul'd our hands; 
Our youths, and wildneſs, ſhall no whit appear, 
But all be bury'd in his gravity. 

Bru. O, name him not : let us not break with him; 
For he will never follow any thing . 
That other men begin. 

Caſ. Then leave him out. 

Caſca. Indeed he is not fit. — 

Dec, Shall no man elſe be touch'd but only Czfar ? 

Caſ. Decius, well urg'd: I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, ſo well belov'd of Cæſar, 

Should out-live Cæſar? We ſhall find of him 

A ſhrewd contriver; and, you know, his means, 
If he improve them, may well ſtretch ſo far, 

As to annoy us all ; which to prevent, 

Let Antony, and Cæſar, fall together. 


9 


Bru, Our courſe will ſeem too bloody, Caius Caſſius, 


To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 
34 Like 
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Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards ! 
Far Antony 1s but a limb of Czſar. 
Let us be ſacrificers, but not butchers, Caius, 
We all ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Czſar ; 
And in the ſpirit of men there 1s no blood : 


O, that we then could come by Cæſar's ſpirit, 


And not diſmember Czſar ! But, alas, 
Czſar muſt bleed for it! And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the gods, 

Not hew him as a carcaſe fit for hounds : 

And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, 

Stir up their ſervants to an ac of rage, 


\ 


And after ſeem to chide them. This ſhall make 


Our purpoſe neceſſary, and not envious : 

Which ſo appearing to the common eyes, 

We ſhall be called purgers, not murderers, 

And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 

For he can do no more than Czſar's arm, 

When Cæſar's head is off, 
Caſ. Vet I fear him: 


For, in the ingrafted love he bears to Cæſar. 
Bru. Alas, good Caſſius, do not think of him: 


If he love Cæſar, all that he can do 


Is to himſelf; take 1 and die for Cæſar: 


ould ; for he is given 


And that were much he 
| To ſports, to wildneſs, and much company. 


Treb. There is no fear in him; let him not die; 


For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 


Bru. Peace, count the clock. 
Caf. The clock hath ftrucken three, 
Treb. Tis time to part. 
Caſ. But it is doubtful yet, 
Whe'r Cæſar will come forth to-day, or no: 
For he is ſyperſtitious grown of late; 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantaſy, of dreams, and ceremonies: 
It may be, theſe apparent prodigies, 
The unaccuſtam'd terror of this night, 


[ Clock ſtrikes, 
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And the perſuaſion of his augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 
Doc Never fear that : If he be ſo reſolv'd, 
I can o 'erſway him : for he loves to hear, 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
And bears with glaſſes, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers: 
But when 1 tell him he hates flatterers, 
He ſays, he does; being then moſt {lattered, 
Let me work : 
For I can give his humour the true bent; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol, 
Caſ. Nay, we will all of us be there to inch him. 
Bru. By the eighth hour: Is that the uttermoſt ? 
Cin. Be that the uttermoſt, and fail not then. 
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Cæſar hard, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey; 
wonder, none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along to him: 
He loves me well, and I have given him reaſons; 
Send him but hither, and I'll faſhion him, 
Caſ. The morning comes upon us: We'll leave you, 
Brutus : 
And, friends, diſperſe yourſelves ; but all remember 
What you have ſaid, and ſhew yourſelves true Ko- 
mans. 
Bru. Good gentlemen, look freſh and merrily ; ; 
Let not our looks put on our purpoſes ; 
But bear it as our Roman actors do, 
With untir'd ſpirits, and formal conſtancy ; ; 
And ſo, good-morrow to you every one. ¶ Excunt, 


. 


Manet BRUTUS. 


Boy ! Lucius !—Faſt aſleep ? It is no matter; 
Enjoy the honey heavy dew of ſlumber : 
Thou haſt no figures, nor no fantaſies, 

Which buſy care draws in the brains of men; 


Therefore thou ſleep'ſt ſo ſound. 


Enter PoRTIA, 
For. Brocys: my lord! 


Bru. 
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Bru. Portia, what mean you? Wherefore riſe you 
now? | 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning. 
Per. Nor'for yours neither. You have ungently, 
Brutus, | 
Stole from my bed: And yeſternight, at ſupper, 
You ſuddenly aroſe, and walk'd about, | 
Mufing and ſighing, with your arms acroſs : 
And when I aik'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks: 
I urg'd you further; then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ſtamp'd with your foot: 
Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not; 
= But with an angry wafture of your hand, 
Gave ſign for me to leave you: So I did; 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience, 
Which ſeem'd too much enkindled; and withal, 
_ Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 
W hich ſometime hath his hour with every man, 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep: 
And, could it work ſo much upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
1 ſhould not know you, Brutus, Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief, 
+ Bru, I am not well in health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus 1s wiſe; and, were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. | 
Bru. Why, ſo I do: Good Portia, go to bed, 
Por, Is Brutus fick? and is it phyfical 
To walk unbraced, and ſuck up the humours 
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus fick ; 
And will he ſteal out of his wholeſome bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the night ? 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his fickneſs? No, my Brutus; 
You have ſome ſick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of : And, upon my knees, 
i charm you, by my once commended beauty, 
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By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, yourſelf, your half, 
Why you are heavy; and what men to-night 
Have had reſort to you : for here have been 
Some fix or ſeven, whodid hide their faces 
Even from darkneſs. 
Bru, Kneel not, gentle Portia, 
Por. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle, Brutus, 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets 
That appertain to you? Am J yourſelf, 
But as it were, in fort, or limitation; 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you ſometimes? Dwell I but in the ſuburbs 
Of your good pleaſure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus? harlot, not his wife. 
Bru, You are my true and honourable wife; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops | 
That viſit my ſad heart. 8 
Por. If this were true, then ſhould ] know this 
ſecret. - 
TI grant, Jam a woman; but withal, 
A woman that lord Brutus took to Wi: 
I grant, I am a woman; but withal, 
A woman well-reputed ; Cato's daughter. 
Think you, I am no fronger than my ſex, 
Being to father'd, and fo huſbanded ? 
Tell me your counſels, I will not diſcloſe them: 
I have made ftrong proof of my conſtancy, 
Giving myſelf a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh ; Can | bear that with patience, 
And not my huſband's ſecrets ? 
Bru, O ye gods, | 
Render me worthy of this 188 wife | | Knock, 
Hark, hark ! one knocks : Portia, go in a while; . 
And by and by thy boſom ſhall partake 
The ſecrets of my heart. 
All my engagements I will conſtrue to thee, 
All the charactery of my ſad brows : 


Leave me with haſte, [Exit PORTIA, 
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Enter Lucius, and L1GARI1Us. 


Lucius, who is that knocks ? 
Luc. Here is a ſick man, that would ſpeak with 
ou. 
Bru, Caius Ligarius, that Metellus ſpake of.ä— 
Boy, ſtand afide.—Caius Ligarius ! how ? 
Lig. Vouchſafe good-morrow from a feeble tongue. 
| Bru, O, what a time have JON choſe out, brave 
Caius, 
To wear a kerchief? Would you were not fick ! 
Lig. Tam not ſick, if Brutus have in hand 


Any Fc xplglt worthy the name of honour. 


Bru. Such an exploit have Ll in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before, 
] here dijcard my ſickneſs. Soul of Rome 


Brave ſon, deriv'd from honourable loins ! 


Thou, like an exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortified ſpirit, Now bid me run, 
And] will ftrive with things impoſlible ; 
Yea, get the better of them. What's todo? 
Bru, A piece of work, that will make fick men 
whole. 
Lig. 3 wy not ſome whole, that we muſt make 
5 5 ick! 
Bru. That muſt we alſo. What it is, my Calus, 
I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it muſt be done. 
Lig. Set on your foot; 
And ah a heart new fir'd, I follow you, 
To do I know not what: but! it ſufficeth, 


That Brutus leads me on, 


Brn, Follow me then. : [ Exeun. 


— 


8 C ENE II. Czsar's Palace, Thunder and 
| Lightning. 


Enter CXSAR, in his night-gown, 
Caf. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace tas 


gar; . 
Thrice 
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Thrice hath Calphurnia in her ſleep ery'd out, 
Help, ho! They murder Cæſar. Who's within? 


Enter a Servant. 


— 7 My lord? 
Go bid the prieſt do preſent heridies 
ing me their opinions of ſucceſs, 

Serv. I will, my lord. 


And 12 


forth? 
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Enter CALPHURNIA. 
Cal. What mean you, Cæſar? Think you to walk 


You ſhall not ſtir out of your houſe to-day. 


Ce). 
Ne'er looked but on my bucks - when they ſhall ſee 


Czſar ſhall forth : 


en'd me, 


The face of Cæſar, they are vaniſhed. 

Cal. Cæſar, I never ſtood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Beſides the things ; that we have heard and ſeen, 
Recounts moſt horrid fights ſeen by the watch. 

' Alioneſs hath whelped in the ſtreets; 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead: 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks, and ſquadrons, and right form of war. 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 
The noiſe of battle hurtled in the air, 
Horſes did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 


And ghoſts did Fſhriek, and ſqueal about the reets, 


O Cæſar! theſe things are beyond all uſe, 
And I do fear them. 
What can be avoided, 
Whoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty g gods? 
Vet Cæſar ſhall go forth: for theſe predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cæſar. 

Cal, When beggars die, there are no comets ſeen ; 


Ce). 


The heavens themſelves blaze forth the death of 
princes. 


The hinge that threat- 


Cz}. Cowards die many times before their deaths ; . 


The valiant never taſte of death but once, 
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3 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange that men ſhould fear; 


Seeing that death, a neceſſary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 


JULIUS SAR. 


„„ Re-enter a Servant. 
What ſay the augurers? 

Serv. They would not have you to ſtir forth to-day, 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 


NN They could not find a heart within the beaſt. 


Cz/. The gods do this, in ſhame of cowardice : 
Cæſar ſhould be a beaſt without a heart, 
If he ſhould ſtay at home to-day for fear. 
No, Czfar ſhall not : Danger knows full well, 
That Cæſar is more dangerous than he, 
We were two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible ; 
And Cæſar ſhatl go forth. 
Cal. Alas, my lord, 
Your wiſdom is conſum'd in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houſe, and not your own; 
We'll ſend Mark Antony to the ſenate-houſe ; 
And he ſhall ſay, you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 
Cæſ. Mark Antony ſhall ſay, Iam not well; 
And, for thy humour, Iwill ſtay at home. 


Enter DEC1vs. 


Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them ſo. 
Dec. Cæſar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy 
Cæſar: 5 | | | 
I come to fetch you to the ſenate-houſe 
Cæſ. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the ſenators, | 
And tell them, that 1 will not come to-day : 
Cannot, is falſe ; and that I dare not, falſer : 
I will not come to day: Tell them ſo, Decius. 
al. Say, de 18 nen, 
Cæſ. Shall Cæſar ſend a lie? 


in A eee 


Have 
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Have I in conqueſt ſtretch'd mine arm ſo far, 
To be afraid to tell grey-beards the truth? 
Decius, go tell them, Cæſar will not come. 
Dec. Moſt mighty Cæſar, let me know ſome cauſe, 
Leſt I be laugh'd at, when 1 tell them ſo. 
Cæſ. The cauſe is in my will, I will not come: 
That is enough to ſatisfy the ſenate. 
But for your private ſatis faction, 
Becauſe I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, ſtays me at home: 
She dreamt to- night ſhe ſaw my ſtatue, 
Which, like a fountain, with a hundred ſpouts 
Did run pure blood; and many luſty Romans 
Came ſmiling, and did bathe their hands in it, | 
And theſe does ſhe apply for warnings, and portents, 
And evils imminent; and on her kneee 
Hath begg'd, that I will ſtay at home to-day, 
Dec. This dream 1s all amiſs interpreted ; 
It was a viſion, fair and fortunate : 
Your ftatue ſpouting blood in many. pipes, 
In which ſo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck 
Reviving blood ; and that great men ſhall preſs 
For tinctures, ſtains, relicks, and cogniſance. 
This by Calphurnia's dream is fignify'd. 
Cæſ. And this way have you well expounded it, 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I tan ſay: 
And know it now ; the ſenate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Czſar. 
If you ſhall ſend them word, you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Beſides, it were a mock 
Apt to be render'd, for ſome one to {ay, | 
Break up the ſenate till another time, 
When Cæſar's wife ſhall meet with better dreams. 
If Cæſar hide himſelf, ſhall they not whiſper, 
Lo, Cæſar is afraid? 
Pardon me, Cæſar; for my dear, dear love 
To your proceeding bids me tell you this 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 1 
Cæſ. How fooliſh do your. fears ſeem now, Cal- 
phurnia! 
Lam 
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I am aſhamed I did yes to them, — 
Give me my robe, for I will go: 


Enter PukLius, Baurus, Licarius, METELLus, 
CASA, TREBONIUSs, and CINNA. 


And look where Publius is come to fetch me, 
Pub. Good-morrow, Cæſar. 
c Welcome, Publius.— 

What, Brutus, are you ſtirr'd ſo early too? 

Good-morrow, Caſca.—Caius Ligarius, 

Cæſar was ne'er ſo much your enemy, 

As that ſame ague which hath made you lean.— 

What is't o'clock? 
Bru, Cæſar, tis ſtrucken eight. 

Cæſ. I thank you for your pains and courteſy. 
Enter ANTONY, 

See! Antony, that revels long o'nights, 

Is notwithſtanding up :—Good-morrow, Antony. 
Ant. So to moſt noble Cæſar. | 
Cæſ. Bid them prepare within :— 

J am to blame to be thus waited for.— „ 
Now, Cinna: Now, Metellus :— What, Trebonius 
T have an hour's talk in ſtore for you; 5 

Remember that you call on me to-day: 

Be near me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Cæſar, I will :—and ſo near will I be, 
„ . [ A/ide, 

That your beſt friends ſhall with I had been further. 
Cæſ. Good friends, go in, and taſte ſome wine with 

me; | 

And we, like friends, will ftraightway go together. 
Bru. That every like is not the ſame, O Cæſar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. A Street near the Capitol. 
Enter ARTEMIDORUS, reading a Paper. 


Cæſar, beware of Brutus; take heed of Caſſius; come 
not near Caſca; have an cye to Cinna; truſt not Trebo- 
| mus ; 


F JULIUS CAESAR. 33 
ius; mark well Metellus Cimber : Decius Brutus loves thee 
not; thou haſt wrong'd Caius Ligarius, There is but one 
mind in all theſe men, and it is bent againſt Ceſar. If thou 
be'ft not immortal, look about you: Security gives way to con- 
ſpiracy. The mighty gods defend thee ! 

EG = Thy lover, 


ARTEMIDORUS, 
Here will I ftand till Cæſar paſs along, 
And as a ſuitor willI give him this, 
My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. | 
If thou read this, O Cæſar, thou may'ſt live; 
If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. 


Exit. 


— 


SCENE IV. Another part of the ſame ſtreet. 
Enter PORTIA, and Lucius. 


Por. I pry'thee, boy, run to the ſenate houſe; 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone: 

Why doſt thou ſtay ? 

Luc. To know my errand, madam. 

Por, I would have thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou ſhouldſt do there 
O conſtancy, be ftrong upon my fide ! 
Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue | 
[have a man's mind, but a woman's might. | 
How hard it is for women to keep counſel ! 
Art thou here yet? 

Luc. Madam, what ſhould I do ? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elſe ? 
And ſo return to you, and nothing elſe ? 

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well, 
For he went ſickly forth ; And take good note, 
What Cæſar doth, what ſuitors preſs to him. 
Hark, boy! what noiſe is that! 55 

Luc. T hear none, madam. 

Por. Pr'ythee, liſten well: | 
I heard a buſtling e e a fray, 
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And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 
Luc, Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 


Enter Soothſayer. 


Por. Come hither, fellow: Which way haſt thou 
been ? 

Sooth, At mine own houſe, good lady, 

Por. What 18't o'clock ? 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Cæſar yet gone to the Capitol? 

Sooth. Madam, not yet; I go to take my ſtand, 

To ſec him paſs on to the Capitol. 
Por. Thou haſt ſome ſuit to Cæſar, haſt thou not * 
Sooth. That I have, lady, if it will pleaſe Cæſar 

To be ſo good to Cæſar, as to hear me: 

I ſhall beteech him to befriend himſelf. 

Por, Why, know'ſt thou any harm's intended to- 
wards him ? 

Sooth. None that | know will be, much that I fear 
may chance. 

Good-morrow to you. Here the ſtreet is narrow: 

The throng that follows Cæſar at the heels, 

Of ſenators, of prætors, common ſuitors, 

Will croud a feeble man almoſt to death : 

Il get me to a place more void, and there, 

Speak to great Cæſar as he comes along. [ Exit 
Por. I muſt goin, —Ay me! how weak a thing 

The heart of woman is O Brutus! 

The heavens ſpeed thee in thine-enterprize ! 


Sure, the boy heard me: — Brutus hath a ſuit, 


That Cæſar will not granr,—O, I grow faint;— 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord; 
Say, I am merry: come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth a to thee. 
: | Exennt, 
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SCENE I. The Street, and then the Capitol; the Se- 4 
nate. ſitting. Flouriſb. 


Enter Cs AR, BRUrus, CAss ius, Casca, Deius, 
METELLUs, TREBONIUus, CINNA, AN TONY, LE 


y wos, ARTEMIDORUs, PoOPILIUs, PUBLIUs, and 
the Soothſayer. 


Cæ ſar. 


Tu ides of March are come. 

Scoth, Ay, Cæſar, but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Cæſar | Read this ſchedule, 

Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o'er-read, 
At your beſt leiſure, this his humble ſuit. 

Art. O Cæſar, read mine firſt ; for mine's a ſuit 
That touches Cæſar nearer : Read it, great Cæſar. 

Cæſ. What touches us ourſelf, ſhall be laſt ſery'd. 

Art. Delay not, Cæſar; read it inſtantly, 

Cæſ. What, is the fellow mad * 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Cæſ. What, urge you your petitions in che ſtreet! ; 
Come to the Capitol. - 

[CASAR enters the Capitol, the ref? following, | 

Pop. I wiſh, your enterprize to-day may thrive, 

Cæſ. What enterprize, Popilius? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

Bru. What ſaid Populius Lena? 

Caſ. He will'd, to-day our enterprize might thrive. 
I fear, our purpoſe 3 is diſcovered. 

| Bru, Look, how he makes to Cæſar: Mark him. 

Caſ. Caſca, be ſudden, for we fear prevention. — 
Brutus, what fhall be done ? If this be known, 


Caſſius, or Cæſar, neven ſhall turn back, 
For I will flay elk. 


c 2 | Bru, 
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Bru. Caſſius, be conſtant: 

Popilius Lena ſpeaks not of our purpoſes; 

For, look, he ſmiles, and Cæſar doth not change. 
Caf. Trebonius knows his time; for look you, 

Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 
Ereunt ANT. and TREB. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go, 

And preſently prefer his ſuit to Cæſar. 
Bru, He is addreſſed: preſs near, and ſecond him, 
Cin. Caſca, you are the firſt that rear your hand. 
Cæſ. Are we all ready? What is now amiſs, 

That Czſar, and his ſenate, muſt redreſs? | 
Met. Moſt high, moſt mighty, and moſt puiſſant 

Ceſar, - 

Metellus Cimber throws before thy ſeat [ Knceling 

An humble heart : | 
Cæſ. 1 muft prevent thee, Cimber. 

Theſe couchings, and theſe lowly courteſies, 

Might fire the blood of ordinary men 

And turn pre-ordinance, and firſt deeree, 

Into the lane of children. Be not fond, 

To think that Cæſar bears ſuch rebel-blood, 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality 

With that which melteth fools; I mean ſweet words, 

Low-crooked curt'ſies; and baſe ſpaniel fawning. 

Thy brother by decree rs banifhed; 

If thou doſt bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 

I ipurn thee like a cur out of my way. 

Know, Cæſar doth not wrong; nor without cauſe 

Will he be ſatisfied, 


Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 


To ſound more ſweetly in great Cæſar's ear, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd brother? 
Bru, 1 kiſs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cæſar; 
Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may - 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
Gu, What, Brutus! 
Pardon, Cæſar; Cæſar, pardon : 


FR tow as to thy foot doth Caſhus fall, ; 
To 
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To beg enfranchiſement for Publius Cimber. 
Ceœſ. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you; 
If 1 could pray to move, prayers would move me: 
But J am conſtant as the northern ſtar, 
Of whoſe true-fixt, and reſting quality, 
There 1s no fellow in the firmament, 
The ſkies are painted with unnumber'd ſparks; 
They are all fire, and every one doth ſhine; 
But there's but one 1n all doth hold his place : 
So, in the world; *Tis furniſh'd well with men, 
And men arefleſh and blood, and apprehenſive ; 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unaſſailable holds on his rank, 
Unſhak'd of motion : and, that I am he, 
Let me a little ſhew it, even in this; 
That I was conftant Cimber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
| And conſtant do remain to keep him ſo, 
ein. O. Cæſar.— a = 
Cæſ. Hence] Wilt thou lift up Olympus? 
Dec. Great Ceſar,— | 
Cæſ. Doth not Brutus bootleſs kneel? - 
Caſca. Speak, hands, for me, [They fab Cs AR. 
Caf. Et tu, Brute — Then fall, Cæſarf! [Dies. 
Cin. Liberty ! Freedom | Tyranny is dead! | 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ſtreets, 
Caſ. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, freedom, and enfranchiſement ! | 
Bru, People, and ſenators | be not affrighted ; 
Fly not; ſtand ſtill :—ambition's debt is paid. 
Caſca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 
Dec. And Caſhus too. 
Bru, Where's Publius ? | | 
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. _ 
Met. Stand faſt together, leſt ſome friend of 


„ -:- 
Should chance — | 
Bru, Talk not of ſtanding :—Publius, good cheer ; 
There is no harm intended to your perſon, 
Nor to no Roman elle ; fo tell them, Publius. 
N C 3 | Caf. 
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Caf. And leave us, Publius, leſt that the people 
Ruſhing on us, ſhould do your age ſome miſchief. 
Bru. Do ſo;—and let no man abide this deed, 

But we the doers. 


Re-enter TREBONIUS. 


Caf. Where is Antony! 
Tre. Fled to his houſe, amaz d: 
Men, wives, annd children, ſtare, cry out, and run, 
As it were dooms-day. 
Bru. Fates! we will know your pleaſures : 
That we ſhall die, we know; tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men ſtand upon. 
Caſ. Why he that cuts off twent ty years of life, 
Cuts off ſo many years of fearing death, 
Bru, Grant that, and then is death a benefit: 
So are we Cæſar's friends, that have abridg'd 
His time of fearing death — Stoop, Romans, ſtoop, 
And let us bathe our hands in Cæſar's blood 


Vp to the elbows, and beſmear our ſwords : 


Then walk we forth, even to the ' market-place 3 . 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry, Peace] Freedom! and Liberty! 
| Caf. Stoop then, and waſh, —— How many ages 
hence, | 
Shall this our lofty ſcene be acted over, 
In ſtates unborn, and accents yet unknown ? 
Bru. How many times ſhall Cæſar bleed in ſport, 
That now on Pompey's baſis lies along, 
No worthier than the duſt ! 
Caſe. So oft as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall the knot of us be call'd 
The men that gave their country ares 
Dec. What ſhall we forth ? 
Caf. Ay, every man awa 
Brutus ſhall lead, and we Will grace his heels 


With the moſt boldeſt and beſt hearts of Rome, 


Enter a Servant. 


Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony's. 
Serv. 
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Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my maſter bid me kneel ; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down; 
And, being proſtrate, thus he bade me ſay: 
Brutus is noble, wiſe, valiant, and honeſt ; 
Cæſar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving: 
Say, 1 love Brutus, and I honour him; 
Say, I fear'd Cæſar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchſafe, that Antony 
May ſafely come to him, and be reſolv'd r 
How Cæſar hath deſerv'd to lie in death, 
Mark Antony ſhall not love Cæſar dead, 
So well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod ſtate, 
With all true faith. So ſays my maſter Antony, 
Bru. Thy maſter is a wite and valiant Roman 
I never thought him worſe. _ 
Tell him, ſo pleaſe him come unto this place, 
He ſhall be ſatisfied ; and, by my honour, 
Depart untouch'd. | | 
Serv. Fl fetch him preſently. [ Exit Servant, 
Bru, I know, that we ſhall have him well to friend. 
Caſ. I with we may: but yet have Ia mind, 
That fears him much; and my miſgiving ſtill 
Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. 9 5 


Re-enter AN TONY. 


Bru, But here comes Antony. Welcome, Mark 
Antony... 

Ant. O mighty Cæſar! Doſt thou lie ſo low? 
Are all thy conqueſts, glories, triumphs, ſpoils, 
Shrunk to this little meaſure? Fare thee well.— 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank: 
If I myſelf, there is no hour ſo fit 
As Cæſar's death's hour, nor no inſtrument. | 
Of balf that worth, as thoſe your ſwords, made rich 
With the moſt noble blood of all this world, 
I do beſeech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now, whilſt your purpled hands do reek and ſmoke, 
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In the diſpoſing of new dignities, 


40 JULIUS CESAR» 

Fulfil your pleaſure. Live a thouſand years, 
1 ſhall not find myſelf fo apt to die: 

No place will pleaſe me ſo, no mean of death, 
As here by Cæſar, aud by you cut off, 

The choice and maſter ſpirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, 
As by our hands, and this our preſent act, 

You ſee we do; yet ſee you but our hands, 

And this the bleeding buſineſs they have done : 

Our hearts you ſee not, they are pitiful ; 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome 

(As fire drives out fire, ſo pity, pity) 

Hath done this deed on Cæſar. For your part, 

To you our ſwords have leaden points, Mark Antony, 

Our arms, in ſtrength of malice, and our hearts, 

Of brothers' temper, do receive you in 

With a!l kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 
Ca/. Your voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any man's, 


Bru. Only be patient, *till we have appeas'd 


The multitude, beſide themſelves with fear, 


And then we will deliver you the cauſe, 

Why I, that did love Cæſar when I ſtruck him 

Have thus proceeded, 9 

Ant. 1 doubt not of your wiſdom. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand: 

Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will I ſhake with you 

Next, Caius Caſſius, do I take your hand; 

Now, Decius Brutus, yours ;——now yours, Me- 

tellus ; . | 

Yours, Cinna; and, my valiant Caſca, yours ;— 

Though laſt, not leaſt in love, yours, good Trebo- 
nius. ö 

Gentlemen all, —alas! what ſhall I ſay? _ 

My credit now ftands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 

That one of two bad ways you moſt conceit me, 


Either a coward, or a flatterer, — _ 
That 1 did love thee, Cæſar, O, tis true: 


7 
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If then thy ſpirit look upon us now, 

Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death, 

To ſee thy Antony making his peace, 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 

Moſt noble in the preſence of thy corſe? 

Had I as many eyes as thou haſt wounds, 

Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy blood, 

It would become me better, than to cloſe 

In terms of friendſhip with thine enemies, 

Pardon me, Julius !—Here waſt thou bay'd, brave 
hart; | ; | | 

Here didſt thou fall; and here thy hunters ſtand, 

Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and crimſon'd in thy lethe. 

O world | thou waſt the foreſt to this hart; 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee 

How like a deer, ſtrucken by many princes, 

Doſt thou here lie! 

Caſ. Mark Antony, 
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caſſius ; 

The enemies of Cæſar ſhall ſay this; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modeſty. 

Caſ. I blame you not for praiſing Cæſar ſo ; 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends ; 

Or ſhalt we on, and not depend on you? 


Ant. Therefore I took your hands; but was, in- 


Gen => 

Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cæſar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all; 
Upon this hope, that you ſhall give me reaſons, 
Why, and wherein, Cæſar was dangerous. 

Bru, Or elſe were this a ſavage ſpectacle: 
Our reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the ſon of Cæſar, 
You ſhould be ſatisfied. 

Ant. That's all I ſeek ; 
And am moreover ſuitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market place; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral, 


Bru. 


AR 
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Bru, You ſhall, Mark Antony. 
Caſ. Brutus, a word with you, 
You know not what you do ; Do not conſent, 27 de, 
That Antony ſpeak 1n his funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be mov'd 
By that which he will utter ? 
Bru. By your pardon ; 
I will myſelf into the pulpit firſt, 
And ſhew the reaſon of our Czfar's death: 
What Antony ſhall ſpeak, I will proteft 
He ſpeaks by leave and by permiſſion ; 
And that we are contented, Cæſar ſhall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. | 
It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 
Caf. 1 know not what may fall; Ilike it not. 
Bru, Mark Antony, here take your Cæſar's body, 
You ſhall not in your funeral ſpeech blame us, ; 


But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Cæſar; 


And ſay, you do't by our permiſhon ; 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral: And you ſhall ſpeak 
In the ſame pulpit whereto Iam going, 


After my ſpeech is ended, 


Ant. Be it ſo; 
I do defire no more. 
Bru, Prepare the body chen, and follow us. 
[ Exeunt Conſpirators. 
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Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth, 
That I am meek and gentle with theſe butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noble{ man, 

That ever lived in the tide of times. 

Woe to the hand that ſhed this coftly blood! 
Over thy wounds now do I propheſy, — 

Which, hke dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue; 
A curle ſhall light upon the limbs of men; 
Domeſtic fury, and fierce civil ſtrife, 


Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 


Blood 
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Blood and deſtruction ſhall be ſo in uſe, 

And dreadful objects ſo familiar, 

That mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war; 
All pity chok'd with cuſtom of fell deeds : 
And Cæſar's ſpirit, ranging for revenge, 

With Ate by his fide, come hot from hell, 
Shall in theſe confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry Havoeck, and let ſlip the dogs of war; 
That this foul deed ſhall ſmell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial, 


Enter a Servant. 


You ſerve Octavius Cæſar, do you not? 
Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 
Ant. Ceſar did write for him, to come to Rome. 
Serv. He did receive his letters, and is coming: 

And bid me ſay to you by word of mouth,— 

O Cæſar!— [ Seeing the Body. 
Ant, Thy heart is big; get thee apart, and weep, 

Paſſion, I lee, is catching ; for mine eyes, 

Seeing thoſe beads of ſorrow ſtand in thine, 

Began to water. Is thy maſter coming? 
Serv, He lies to-night within ſeven leagues of 

Rome. 5 
Ant. Poſt back with ſpeed, and tell him what hath 

F 

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of ſafety for Octavius yet; 

Hie hence, and tell him ſo. Yet, ſtay a while; 

Thou ſhalt not back, *till I have borne this corſe 

Into the market-place : there ſhall I try, 

In my oration, how the people tae 

The cruel iſſue of theſe bloody men; 

According to the which thou ſhalt diſcourſe 

To young Octavius of the ſtate of things. 


Lend me your hand. | Excunt, with Cx8AR's body.” 
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| SCENE II. The Forum. 
Enter BxuTvus, and Cass1us, with the Phibeians. 
| Pleb. We will be ſatisfied ; let us be ſatisfied. 


| 0 Bru, Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends. —— 
Caſſius, go you into the other ſtreet, 
And part the numbers. — 
Thoſe that will hear ine ſpeak, let them ſtay here; 
Thoſe that will foilow Cafhus, go with him; ; 
And public reaſons ſhall be rendered 
Of Cæſar's death. 
1 Pleb. I will hear Brutus ſpeak. 
2 Pleb. L will hear Caſſius; 4 compare: their rea- 
; ſons, | 
When ſeverally we hear them rendered. 
[ Exit CAssius, with ſome of the Plebelans. 
: BrvuTvus g:es into the Roſtrum. 
2 Pleb. The noble Brutus is aſcended : Silence! 
Bru. Be patient till the laſt, 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for my 
cauſe ; and be filent, that you may hear: believe me 
for mine honour ; and have reſpec to mine honour, 
that you may believe: cenſure me in your wiſdom ; 
and awake your ſenſes, that you may the better judge. 
If there be any in this aſſembly, any dear friend of 
Cæſar's, to him I ſay, that Brutus? love to Cæſar was 
no leſs than his. if then that friend demand, why 
Brutus roſe againſt Cæſar, this is my anſwer, Not 
that I lov'd Ceſar leſs, but that I lov'd Rome more. 
Had you rather Cæſar were living, and die all ſlaves; 
than that Cæſar were dead, to live all free men? As 
Cæſar lov'd me, Iweep for him; as he was fortunate, 
. I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I honour him: but 
as he was ambitious, I flew him: There are tears, for 
his love; joy, for his fortune; honour, for his valour; 
and death, for his ambition, Who is here ſo baſe, 
that would be a bond-man ? If any, ſpeak ; for him 
have 


. ——— 8 ee en eee —7—˖˙ꝛ—822 . —— nd 
pope - + * 


JULIUS CASAR, 45 


have I offended. Who is here ſo rude, that would 
not be a Roman? If any, ſpeak; for him have I of- 
fended. Who is here ſo vile, that will not love his 
country? If any, ſpeak ; for him I have offended. I 
pauſe for a reply. | „ 

All. None, Brutus, none. 


Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no 


more to Cæſar, than you ſhall do to Brutus. The 
queſtion of his death is enroll'd in the Capitol: his 
glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor 
his offences enforc'd, for which be ſuffer'd death. 


Ener MARK AxTox Y, &c. with CæsAR's Body. 


Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony: 
who, though he had no hand in his death, ſhall fe- 
ceive the benefit of his dying, a place in the common. 
wealth; As which of you ſhall not? With this I de- 
part; That, as I flew my beſt lover for the good of 
Rome, I have the ſame dagger for myſelf, when it 
ſhall pleaſe my country to need my death, | 

All, Live, Brutus, live! live! 

1 Pleb. Bring him with triumph home unto his 

. | 3 

2 Pleb. Give him a ſtatue with his anceſtors. 

3 Pleb. Let him be Cæſar. 

4 Pleb. Cæſar's better parts 
Shall be crown'd in Brutus. f 

2 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houſe with ſhouts 

and clamours. LS Cd 

_ Bru. My countrymen,— 
2 Pleb. Peace; filence ! Brutus ſpeaks, 

1 Pleb. Peace, ho! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 
| And, for my ſake, ſtay here with Antony: 

Do grace to Cæſar's corpſe, and grace his ſpeech 
Tending to Cæſar's glories : which Mark Antony 
By our permiſſion is allow'd to make, 
I do entreat you, not a man depart, 
dave I alone, 'till Antony have ſpoke, „ TEM 

1 Pleb. Stay, ho! and let us hear Mark Antony. 


3 Pleb. 


. 
5 
: 
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Which he did thrice refuſe, Was this ambition? 


_—_ Jvirivs Cxsan. 
Pleb. Let him go up into the public chair; 


We'll hear him :—Noble Antony, go up. 


Ant. For Brutus? ſake, I am beholden to you. 
4 Pleb. What does he fay of Brutus ? 
3 Pleb. He ſays for Brutus ſake, 
He finds himſelf beholden to us all. 
4 nd Vol as beſt he ſpeak no harm of Brutus 
ere. b | 
1 Pleb. This Cæſar was a tyrant, 
3 Pleb. Nay, that's certain. 
We are bleſt that Rome is rid of him. 
2 Pleb. Peace; let us hear what Antony can ſay, 
Ant. Y ou gentle Romans,— 1 
All. Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your 
. "ears; --.* 
I come to bury Cæſar, not to praiſe him. 
The evil that men do, lives after them; 
The good is oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it be with Cæſar! The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Cæſar was ambitious : 
If it were ſo, it was a grievous fault; 
And grievouſly hath Cæſar anſwer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt 
For Brutus is an honourable man; 
o are they all, all honourable men) 
Come I to ſpeak in Cæſar's funeral. 


He was my friend, faithful and juſt to me: 


But Brutus ſays, he was ambinous ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whoſe ranſoms did the general coffers fill : 

Did this in Cæſar ſeem ambitious ? | 
When that the poor have cry'd, Cæſar hath wept : 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner ſtuff : 

Yet Brutus ſays he was ambitious : 

And Brutus 1s an honourable man. 


. You all did ſee that, on the Lupercal, 


I thrice preſented him a kingly crown, 


Yet 
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Vet Brutus ſays, he was ambitious z 
And ſure he is an honourable man. | 
I ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 
But here I am to ſpeak what I do know, 
You all did love him once, not without cauſe ; 
What cauſe withholds you then to mourn for him ?— 
O judgment, thou art fled to brutiſh beaſts, | 
And men have loſt their reaſon !—Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Cæſar, 
And I muſt pauſe? till it come back to me. 
1 Pleb. Methinks there is much reaſon in his ſay-_ 
* 188. 0 
2 Pleb. If thou confider rightly of the matter, 
Cæſar has had great wrong. 
3 Pleb. Has he, maſters ? 
I fear there will a worſe come in his place, 
4 Pleb. Mark'd ye his words? He would not take 
the crown; 115 | —— 
Therefore, tis certain, he was not ambitious. 
1 Pleb. If it be found ſo, ſome will dear abide it. 
2 Pleb. Poor ſoul! his eyes are red as fire with 
weeping, 1 1 
3 Pleb. There's not a nobler man of Rome, than 
) 2 EE; W 
4 Pleb, Now mark him, he begins again to ſpeak. 
Ant. But yeſterday the word of Cæſar might 
Have ſtood againſt the world: now lies he there, 
And none ſo poor to do him reverence. 
O maſters ! if I were diſpos'd to ftir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caffius wrong, 
'Who, you all know, are honourable men : 
] will not do them wrong: I rather chooſe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myſelf, and you, 
Than I will wrong ſuch honourable men. 
But here's a parchment with the ſeal of Cæſar: 
I found it in his cloſet, 'tis his will: 
Let but the commons hear this teſtament 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read), 
And they would go and kiſs dead Cæſar's wounds 


7 


And 
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And dip their napkins in his ſacred blood ; 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathingiit, as a rich legacy, 6 


Unto their iſſue. £5 
4 Pleb. We'll hear the will: Read it, Mark An- 
tony. = 


All. The will, the will; we will hear Cæſar's will. 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muſt not read 
It; | | | x 
It is not meet you know how Cæſar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Cæſar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
"Tis good you Lat not that you are his heirs ; 
For if you ſhould, O, what would come of it! 
4 Pleb. Read the will; we will hear it, Antony; 


You ſhall read us the will; Caeſar's will. | 


Ant. Will you be patient? will you ſtay a while; 
I have o'er-ſhot myſelf, to tell you of it. 


I fear I wrong the honourable men, 


Whoſe daggers have ſtabb'd Czſar : I do fear it. 
4 Pleb. They were traitors : Honourable men 
All. The will! the teſtament! 
2 Pleb. They were villains, murderers : the will! 
read the will! 3 © 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ?— 
Then make a ring about the corpſe of Cæſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the will. 


Shall I deſcend ? And will you give me leave ? 


All. Come down. 
2 Pleb. Deſcend. | He comes down from the pulpit. 
3 Plb. You ſhall have leave. | 
4 Pleb. A ring; ſtand round. h 
1 Pleb. Stand from the hearſe, ſtand from the body. 
2 Pleb. Room for Antony ;—moſt noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay, preſs not fo upon me: ſtand far off. 
All. Stand back ! room | bear back! 
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 


The 
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The firſt time ever Cæſar put it on; 
'Twas on a ſummer's evening in his tent; 
That day he overcame the Nervii:— 
Look! in this place, ran Caſſius dagger through: 
See, what a rent the envious Caſca made: 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ſtabb'd : 
And as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel away, 
Mark how the blood of Cæſar follow'd it; 
As ruſhing out of doors, to be reſolv'd 
If Brutus ſo unkindly knock'd, or no; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cæſar's angel: 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Cæſar lov'd him! 
This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all : 
For when the noble Cæſar ſaw him ftab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than traitors? arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him: then burſt his mighty heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the baſe of Pompey's ſtatue, | 
Which all the while ran blood, great Cæſar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilſt bloody treaſon flouriſh*'d over us. 
O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity : theſe are gracious drops: 
Kind ſouls, what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Cæſar's veſture wounded ? Look you here! 
Here is himſelf, marr'd, as you ſee, with traitors, 
' 1 Pleb, O piteous ſpeRacle ! 

2 Pleb. O noble Cæſar! 

3 Pleb. O woeful day 

4 Pleb. O traitors, villains ! 

1 Pleb. O moſt bloody ſight ! 


2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd: Revenge: About, 


Seek, —burn, —fire,—kill, -ſlay! — let not a traitor 
live. 7 | 
Ant. Stay, countrymen. 
1 Pleb. Peace there: Hear the noble Antony. 
2 Pleb. Well hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die 
with him, LES : 


4 
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Ant, Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not fir 
ou up 
To ſuch a ſudden flood of mutiny. 
They that have done this deed, are honourable ; 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 
That made them do it; they are wiſe, and honour- 
able; 
And will, no doubt, with reaſons anſwer you. 
I come not, friends, to ſteal away your hearts; ; 
Jam no orator, as Brutus is: 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
That love my friend; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to ſpeak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action nor utterance, nor the power of ſpeech, 
To ſtir men's blood: I only ſpeak right on; 
I tell you that which you yourſelves do know ; ; 
Shew you ſweet Cæſar's wounds, ry poor dumb 
mouths | 
And bid them ſpeak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your ſpirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Cæſar, that ſhould move 
The ſtones of Rome to- rile and mutiny. 
All. We'll mutiny. 
1 Pleb. We'll burn the houſe of Brutus. 
3 Pleb. Away then, come, {eek the conſpirators. 
Ant. Vet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me 
ſpeak. 
All. Pe ho! Hear Antony, moſt noble Antony. 
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not 
what: 
Wherein hath Cæſar ſo deſerv'd your loves? 
Alas, you know not: —I muſt tell you then :— 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 
All, Moſt uns the will ;—ler s ſtay, and hear the 
wil i 
Ant. Here is the will, and under Cæſar's ſeal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every feveral man, ſeventy-five drachmas. 


2 Pleb, 
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g Pleb. Moſt noble Cæſar We'll revenge his 
8 death. | 
3 Pleb. O royal Cæſar! 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 
A. Peace, ho- | 
Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 
On this fide Tiber; he hath left them you, 
And to your heirs for ever ; common pleaſures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourſelves. 
Here was a Cæſar: When comes ſuch another? 
1 Pleb. Never, never :—come, away, away: 
We'll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fre the traitors? houſes, 
Take up the body. 
2 Pleb. Go, fetch fire. 
3 Pleb. Pluck down benches: _ 
4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 
[ Emeunt Plebeians, with the body. 
Ant. Now let it work: Miſchief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou what courſe thouwilt!——How now, fellow? 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant. Where is he? 5 

Serv, He and Lepidus are at Cæſar's houſe, 
Ant. And thither will I trait to viſit him: 
He comes upon a wiſh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Serv. J heard him ſay, Brutus and Cafhus 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike, they had ſome notice of the people, 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Octavius. 

: 9 Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 4 Srer. 
Enter CIx NA the Poet, and after him, the Plebeians. 


Cin. I dreamt to-nightthat I did feaſt with Cæſar, 
” D 2 And 
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And things unluckily charge my fantaſy : 
J have no will to wander forth of doors, 
Yet ſomething leads me forth. 5 

x Pleb. What is your name? 

2 Pleb. Whither are you going? 

3 Pleb, Where do you dwell ? 5 

4 Pleb. Are you a married man, or a bachelor? 

2 Pleb. Anſwer every man directly. 

JJ 
4 Pleb. Ay, and wiſely. = 

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beſt. 

Cin. What is my name? whither am I going? 
where do I dwell? am Ja married man, or a bache- 
tor? Then to anſwer every man directly, and briefly, 
wiſely, and truly, Wiſely I fay, Iam a bachelor, 

2 Pleb. That's as much as to ſay, they are fools that 
marry :—Yow'll bear me a bang for that, I fear, Pro- 
ceed; directly. _ 

Cin. Directly, I am going to Cæſar's funeral. 

1 Pleb. As a friend or an enemy? 

Cin. As a friend. | 

2 Pleb. That matter is anſwer'd directly. 

4 Pleb. For your dwelling, —briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Pleb. Your name, fir, truly. 

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1 Pleb. Jear him to pieces, he's a conſpirator. 

Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 

4 Pleb. Tear him for his bad verſes, tear him for 
his bad verſes. 

Cin. J am not Cinna the conſpirator. 

4 Pleb. It is no matter, his name's Cinna; pluck 
but his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 
3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho 
firebrands. To Brutus' and to Caſſius', burn all. 
Some to Decius' houſe, and ſome to Caſca's, ſome to 
Ligarius: away; go. [ Excunt, 
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SCENE I. On a ſmall Hand near Mutina, 
Enter AnToxy, OcTavivs, and LEpibus, 
Antony. 


Tarez many then ſhall die; their names are prick'd. 
Octa. Your brother too "muſt wy Conſent you, 
Lepidus ? | 
- I do conſent. | | 
O Aa. Prick him down, Antony. 
Lep. Upon condition Publius ſhall not live, 
Who is your ſiſter's ſon, Mark Antony. | 
Ant. _ ſhall not live; look, with a ſpot I aum 
im. 
But, Lepidus, go you to Czfar's houſe ; 
F etch the will hither, and we ſhall determine 
How to cut off ſome charge in legacies, 
Lep. What, ſhall I find you here? | 
Ota, Or here, or at the Capitol. Exit rens 
Ant, This is a ſlight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be ſent on errands : Is it fit, 
The three-fold world divided, he ſhould ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it? | 
Ota. So you thought himz 
And took his voice who ſhould be prick'd to die, 
In our black ſentence and proſcription. 
Ant. Octavius, I have ſeen more days than you: 
And though we lay theſe honours on this man, 
To eaſe ourſelves of divers ſlanderous loads, 
He ſhall but bear them as the aſs bears gold, 
To groan and ſweat under the buſineſs, ' 
Either led or driven, as we point the wa 
And having brought our treaſure cr Dale ft we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 


D 3 Like 


54 JULIUS CASAR, 


Like to the empty aſs, to ſhake his ears, 
And graze in commons. 
O#a. You may do your will; 
But he's a try'd and valiant ſoldier, | 
Ant. So is my horſe, Octavius: and, for that, 
Ido appoint him ſtore of provender, 
It 1s-a creature that [ teach to hght, 
To wind, to ſtop, to run directly on; 
His corporal motion govern'd by my ſpirit. 
And; in ſome taſte, is Lepidus but ſo; 
He muſt be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth : 
A barren-ſpirited fellow; one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations; 
Which, out of uſe, and ſtal'd by other men, 
Begin his faſhion: do not talk of him, 
But as a property. And now, Octavius, 
Liſten great things. Brutus and Caſſius 
Are levying powers: we muſt ene make heed : 
Therefore let our alliance be combin'd, 
Our beſt friends made, and our beſt means ſtretch'd 
out ; 
And let us preſcatly go ſit in council, 
How covert matters may be beſt diſclos' „ 
And open perils ſureſt anſwered. 
O#a. Let us do ſo: for we are the flake... 
And bay'd about with many enemies: 
And ſome, that ſmile, have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of miſchief. þ [ Excunt, 


th. — 
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SCENE II. Before BavTus' Jeu, in the Cum 
| near Sardis Drum. 


Enter BxuTus, Lucitvs, and Soldiers: TiTIx1Us ard 
PiNDARUS e them. | 


. Stand, ho |! 
Luc. Give the word, ho! and ſtand. 
Bru, What now, . is Caſſius near? 
Luc. He is at hand; and Pindarus is come 
To do you ſalutation from his maſter. 
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Bru. He greets me well. —Your maſter, Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at SY 
I ſhall be ſatisfied, „ 
Pin. I do not doubt, 
But that my noble maſter will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard and honour. 
Bru. He is not doubted.— A word, Lucilius:— 
How he receiv'd you, let me be reſolv' d. 
Luc. With courteſy, and with reſpect enough; 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly conference, 
As he hath us'd of old. 
Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot friend cooling: Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ſicken and decay, 
It uſeth an enforced ceremon 
There are no tricks in plain and ſimple faith: 7 
But hollow men, like horſes hot at hand, | 
Make gallant ſhew and promiſe of their mettle ; ; 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody ſpur, 
They fall their creſts, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on? | 
Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quar- 
ter'd; | 
The greater part, the. horſe in Bere, 
Are come with Cafſhus. | March within. 
Bru. Hark, he is arriv*d :— 
March gently on to meet him. 


it 
't 


Enter Cass1us, and Soldiers. 


Cal; Stand, ho! 

Bru. Stand, ho ! Speak the word ak: 

Within, Stand. 

 Fithin, Stand. 

Within. Stand. | 

Caf. Moft noble brother, you have done me 


. | 
D 4 5 Bru. 
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Bru. judge me, you gods! Wrong I mine enemies? 
And, if not fo, how ſhould I wrong a brother? 
Caf. Brutus, this ſober form of yours hides 
wrongs; 5 


And when you do them 


Bru, Caſſius, be content, | 
Speak your griefs ſoftly, —T do know you well: 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 5 
Which ſhould perceive nothing but love from us, 


Let us not wrangle: Bid them move away; 


Then in my tent, Caffius, enlarge your griefs, 


And I will give you audience, 


Caf. Pindarus, | 
Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. e 

Bru. Lucilius, do you the like; and let no man 
Come to our tent, 'till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Iitinius guard our door, Exeuni. 


3 


— * — 


SCENE III. The inſide of BRUruUs' Tent, 
Enter BruTUs, and CAssius. 
Caſ. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in 


His: ; 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians; 
Wherein, my letter, praying on his fide, 
Becauſe I knew the man, was ſlighted off. 
Bru. You wrong'd yourſelf, to write in ſuch a caſc, 
Caſ. In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence ſhould bear his comment. 
Bru, Let me tell you, Caſſius, you yourſelf 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm 
To ſell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeſervers. | 
Caſe. I an itching palm? 


2 _ 


Lou know that you are Brutus that ſpeak this, 


Or, by the gods, this ſpeech were cle your laſt. 
7 B,. 
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JULIUs SAA. ">" Wo 
Bru, The name of Caffius honours this corruption, 
And chaſtiſement doth therefore hide his head. 
Caſ. Chaſtiſement! 
Bru. Remember March, the ides of Wen re- 
member! 
Did not great Julius bleed or juſtice” ſake ? 
What villain tauch'd his body, that did ſtab, ' 
And not for juſtice ? What, ſhall one of us, 
That ftruck the foremaſt man of all this world, 
But for ſupporting robbers; ſhall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes ? 
And ſell the mighty ſpace of our large honours, 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus? 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 7 
Than ſuch a Roman. 
Caſ. Brutus, bay not me, 
I'll not endure it: you forget yourſelf, 
To hedge me in; I ama ſoldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourſelf 
To make conditions. 
Bru. Go to: you are not, Caſſius. 
Caſ. J am. 
Bru. | ſay, you are not. | 
Caſ. Urge me no more, I ſhall forget wylelk; 5 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no forcher. 
Bru. Away; flight man 
Caſ. Is't poſſible? 
Bru. Hear me, for J will ſpeak, 
Muſt I give way and room to your raſh choler ? > 
Shall J = frighted, when a madman ftares ? 
Caſ. . gods! ye gods! Muſt I endure all this ? ? 
251. All this? ay, more: F ret, till your proud 
heart bre; 
Go ſhew your ſlaves how cholerick'you are, | 
And make your bondmen tremble,” Muſt I budge ? 
Muſt I obſerve you? muſt I ſtand and crouch 
Under your teſty humour? By the gods, 
You ſhall digeſt the venom of your ſpleen, - 
Though it do ſplit you: for, from this day forth, 
PI uſe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 


hen 


fl 
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When you are waſpiſh, 
Caſ. Is it come to this? 

Bru. Vou ſay, you are a better ſoldier: 
Let it appear ſo; make your vaunting true, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well: For mine own part, 
J ſhall be alas to learn of noble men. 

Caſ. You wrong me every Ways. you-; wrong me, 

Brutus; 1 

J ſaid an elder ſoldier, not a better: 
Did J ſay, better? | 

Bru, If you did, I care not. 

Caſ. When Ceſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have 
mov'd me. 

Bru. Peace, peace; you durſt not ſo have tempted 

him. | 

Ca/. I durſt not? 

Bru. No. | h 2 

Caſ. What? durſt not tempt him? 

145 For your life you durſt not. a 

Do not preſume too much upon BY love; 

1 _ do that I ſhall be ſorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you ſhall be ſorry for. 
There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats; 
For I am arm'd ſo ſtrong in honeſty, 
That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 
Which I reſpect not, I did ſend to you 
For certain ſums of gold, which you deny'd me; 
For I can raiſe no money by vile means: 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than. to wring 
From the hard hands of peaſants their vile traſh, 
By any indirection. I did ſend 
To you for gold to pay my legion, 
Which you deny dme: Was that done like Caſſius! 
Should | have anſwer'd Caius Caſſius ſo ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo covetous, 
To lock ſuch raſcal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, gods, with all your mad 
Daſh him to pieces! 

"Mp I deny'd you not. 
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Bru. You did. 
Caf. I did not: he was but a fool, 
That brought my anſwer back. — Brutus hath riv'd my 
1 Beart;: 
A friend ſhould bear his friend's infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. I do not, till you practiſe them on me, 
Caſ. You love me not, 
Bru, I do not like your faults. 
Caf. A friendly eye could never fee ſuch faults, 
Bru, A Hattercr's would not, though they do ap- 
ear 
As Huge p high Olympus. 
Caſ. Come, Antony, and young ORtavius, come, 
Revenge yourſelves alone on Caſſius, | 
For Caffius is aweary of the world : 
_ Hated by one he loves; brav'd by his brother; 
Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults obſerv'd, 
Set in a note-book, learn d, and conn'd by rote, 
To caſt into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My ſpirit from mine eyes | There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breaſt; within, a heart. 
Dearer then Plutus' mine, richer than gold : 
If that thou be'ſt a Roman, take it fort! 
1, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart : 
Strike as thou didſt at Cæſar; "for, I know, 
When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou lov'dit him 
better 
Than ever thou lov'dſt Caſſius. 
Bru, Sheath your dagger : 
Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope ; 
Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour: 
O Caſſius, you are yoked with a lamb, 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire, 
Who, much enforced, ſhews a haſty ſpark, 
And ftraight is cold again. 
Caſ. Hath Caſſius Hud 
Jo be but mirth and laughter to his 8 
When grief, and blood ill-temper'd vexeth him? 
Bru, When I ſpoke that, I was1ll-temper'd too. 
Caf. Do you confeſs fo much ? Cave me your 5 5 
ru. 
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Bru, And my heart too. 

Caf. O Brutus !— 

Bru, What's the matter ? 

Caf. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When that raſh humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru, Yes, Caſſius; and, from hencefarth, 
When you are over-earneſt with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you ſo. 
f | 2 [4 noiſe within, 
Poet. [within.] Let me go in to ſee the generals; 

There is ſome grudge between them, 'tis not meet 
They be alone. „ 

Luc. fwithin.] You ſhall not come to them. 
Poet. | within. | Nathing but death ſhall ſtay me, 


Enter POET. 


Caſ. How now? What's the matter? 
Poct. For ſhame, you generals; what do you mean? 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be; 
For I have ſeen more years, I am ſure, than ye. 
Caſ. Ha, ha; how vilely doth this cynic * (9 ! 
| Bru, Get you hence, firrah; ſaucy fellow, hence. 
Caf. Bear with him, Brutus; 'tis his faſhion. 
ru, Il know his humour, when he knows his 
| N „ 
What ſhould the wars do with theſe jigging fools ?— 
Companion, hence. | 1 


Caſ. Away, away, be gone. | [ Exit POET. 
Enter Lvcitivs and Tirixius. 


Bru. Lucihus and Titinius, bid the. commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night, 
Caf. And come yourſelves, and bring Meſſela with 
you | 
Immediately to us. Es 
| [ Exeunt LUCILIUS and T1TINIUS, 


Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 
Caſ. I did not think, you could have been ſo angry. 
Bru, O Caffivs, I am ſick of many griefs. 
N | 3 040 

| ' 
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Caſ. Of your philoſophy you make no uſe, 


| If you give place to accidental evils. _ : 
Bru. No man bears ſorrow better !—Portia is dead. 
Caſ. Ha] Portia ? | 
Bru, She is dead. 5 | 
Caſ. How ſcap'd I killing, when I croſs'd you fo ? 
O inſupportable and touching loſs !— dy 
Upon what ſickneſs ? 
Bru. Impatient of my abſence z 5 
And, grief that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong; for with her death 
That tidings came — With this ſhe fell diſtract, 
And, her attendants abſent, ſwallow'd fire. 
Ca/. And dy'd ſo? 
Bru, Even ſo. 95 
Caſ. O ye immortal gods 
Enter Lucius, with wine and tapers, 
Bru, Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl of 
wine | | | 
In this I bury all unkindneſs, Caſſius. [Drinbs. 
Caf. My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge: 
Fill, Lucius, *till the wine o'er-ſwell the cup; 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus? love. 


Re-enter Tirixius, and MESSALA. 
| Bru, Come in, Titinius : — Welcome, good 
Meſſala. 

Now fit we cloſe abdut this taper here, 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities. 

Caſ. Portia ! art thou gone: 

Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Meſſala, I have here received letters, 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition towards Philippi. 
Meſ. My ſelf have letters of the ſelf-ſame tenour. 
Bru. With what addition? | 
Me. That by proſcription, and bills of outlawry, 
Ottavius, Antony, and Lepidus, | 


Have 
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Have put to death a hundred ſenators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree; 
Mine ſpeak of ſeventy ſenators, that dy'd 
By their proſcriptions, Cicero being one. 

Caſ. Cicero one ? 

Meſ. Cicero is dead, 
And by that order of proſcription— | 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord? 
Bru, No, Meſſala. 
Meſ. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 
Bru, Nothing, Meſſala. 
Meſ. That, methinks, is ſtrange, _ 
Bru. Why alk you | ? Hear you aught of hey in 


ours ! 
Mef. No O, MY lord, 
Bru, Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Meſ. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell: 
For certain ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner, 
Bru, Why, farewell, Portia, —We muſt die, Meſ- 
ſala: 
With meditating that ſhe muſt die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 
Meſ. Even ſo great men great loſſes ſhould endure. 
Caf. J have as much of this in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it ſo. 
Bru, Well, to our work alive. What do you 
| think _ 
Of marching to Philippi preſently ? 
Caf. 1 do not think it good, 
Bru, Your reaſon ? 
Caf. This it is: 
Tis better that the enemy ſeek us: 
So ſhall he waſte his means, weary his ſoldiers, 
Doing himſelf offence; whilſt we, lying ſtill, 
Are full of reſt, defence, and nimblenels. 
Bru. Good reaſons muſt, of force, give place to 
better. 
The people ? twixt Philippi and this ground, 
Do ſtand but in a forc'd affection; 


For they have grudg'd us contribution . 
| | The 
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The enemy, marching along by them, 

By them ſhall make a fuller number up, 

Come on refreſh'd, new added, and encouraged ; 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off, 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 

Theſe people at our back, 

Caſ. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru. Under your pardon.—Y ou muſt note beſide, 
That we have try'd the utmoſt of our friends, 

Our legions are brim full, our cauſe is ripe: + 
The enemy increaſeth every day, 

We at the height are ready to decline. 

There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 

Is bound in ſhallows, and in miſeries. 

On ſuch a full ſea are we now atloat; 

And we muſt take the current when it ſerves, 

Or loſe our ventures, 

Caſ. Then, with your will, go on; we will along 
Ourſelves, and meet them at Philippi, i 
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 

And nature muſt obey neceflity ; | 
Which we will niggard with a little reſt, 
There is no more to ſay 2? 

Caſ. No more. Good night: 

Early to-morrow will we riſe, and hence, | 

Bru, Lucius, my gown. [Exit Luc.] Farewell, 
2iood Melſlala ;— 

Good night, Titinius :—Noble, noble Caſſius, 
Good night, and good repoſe, _ 

Caf. O my dear brother | 
This was an ill beginning of the night: 

Never come ſuch diviſion 'tween our ſouls | 
Let it not, Brutus. | 

Bru, Every thing is well, 

Caſ. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 

Tit. Meſ. Good night, lord Brutus, 

Bru, Farewell, every one, I [ Exeunt, 


Re-emer 
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Re-enter Lucius, with the gown, 
Give me the gown. Whete is thy inſtrutnent ? 
Tuc. Here in the tent, CI 
Bru. What, thou ſpeak'ſt drowſily ? 
Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o'er-watch'd, 
Call Claudius, and ſome other of my men; 


I'll have them ſleep on cuſhions in my tent. 
Luc, Varro, and Claud.us | 
Enter VakRO, and CLAUDIUS. 
Var. Calls my lord? 
Bru. I pray you, firs, lie in my tent, and ſleep; 

It may be, I ſhall raiſe you by and by | 

On buſineſs to my brother Caſſius. 

Var. So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, and watch your 
leaſure. 1 

Bru. I will not have it ſo: lie down, good firs ; 

It may be, I ſhall otherwiſe bethink me. 

Look, Lucius; here's the book I ſought for ſo; 

J put it in the pocket of my gown. _ RE 
Luc. I was ſure, your lordſhip did not give it me. 
Bri, Bear with me, good boy, I am much for- 

getful. 

Canſt thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 
And touch thy inſtrument a * 4 or two? 
Tine Ay, my lord, an't pleaſe you, 
Ari. It does, my 7 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Tuc. It is my duty, ſir. 1 
Bru. I ſhould not urge thy duty paſt thy might; 

I know, young bloods look for a time of reſt. 

Luc. J have ſlept, my lord, already. 
Bru. It was well done; and thou fl 

I will not hold thee long: if I do live, 

Iwill be good to thee, [.Auſick and a ſong. 

This is a ſleepy tune: O murd'rous ſlumber ! 

Lay'ſt thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 

That plays the muſick ?—Gentle knave, good night; 


— 


% 


I will not do thee ſo much Wong to wake thee, — 1 


alt ſleep again: 
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If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſt thy inſtrument; 

I'll take it from thee; and, good boy, good night, 
Let me ſee, let me ſee ; — Is not the leaf turn'd down, 
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think. 

| He fits down to read. 


Enter the Ghoſt of CASAR. 


How ill this taper burns !—Ha ! who comes here? 
I think it is the weakneſs of mine eyes, 
That ſhapes this monſtrous apparition, 
It comes upon me :—Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou ſome god, ſome angel, or ſome devil, 
That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my hair to ſtare ? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 
Ghoſt, Thy evil ſpirit, Brutus, 
Bru. Why com'ſt thou? LE 
pot. To tell thee, thou ſhalt ſee me at Philippi. 
Bru. Well; Then I ſhall ſee thee again! 
Ghoſt, Ay, at Philippi. [ Exit Ghoſt. 
Bru. Why, I will ſee thee at Philippi then,— 
Now I have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt : 
III fpirit, I would hold more talk with thee :— 
Boy ! Lucius - Varro! Claudius! Sirs, awake !— 
Claudius ! 1 
Luc. The ſtrings, my lord, are falſe. 
Bru, He thinks, he ſtill is at his inſtrument.— 
Lucius, awake. | | 
Luc. My lord! 
Bru. Didſt thou dream, Lucius, that thou ſo 
| cry*dit out? | | 
Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
| Bru. Yes, that thou didſt: Didft thou ſee any 
thing ; 
Luc. Nothing, my lord.  _ | 
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius.—Sirrah, Claudius! 
Fellow thou | awake. 
Var. My lord. 
Clau, My lord. 
Bru, Why did you ſo cry ont, firs, 1n your ſleep ? 


Bot. 
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Both. Did we, my lord? 
Bru. Ay; Saw you any thing ? 
Var. No, my lord, I faw nothing. 
Clau, Nor I, my lord. 8 
Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Caffius : 
Bid him ſet on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 


Both. It ſhall be done, my lord. [Exeunt, 
— —___ — 


SCENE I. The Plains of Philippi. 
Enter OcTAvivs, ANTONY, and their Army. 

N Oelavius. | 
Now, Antony, our hopes are anſwer'd : 
You faid, the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regions; 
It proves not ſo ; their battles are at hand ; 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anſwering, before we do demand of them. 

Ant. But I am in their boſoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it: they could be content 
To viſit other places; and come down | 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face, 
Jo faſten in our thoughts that they have courage; 
But *tis not fo. Po 


Y Enter a Meſſenger. 


HMeſ. Prepare you, generals: 

The enemy comes on in gallant ſhew ; 
Their bloody fign of battle is hung out, 
And ſomething to be done immediately. 
Ant. OQavius, lead your battle ſoftly on, 


Upon the left hand of the even field, 2s 
Ota, Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left, 


& 


Ant, 


— 
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Aut. Why do you croſs me in this exigent ? 
O#a. I do not croſs you, but] will do ſo. 


[ Marth, 
Drum, Enter BxuTus, Cassivs, and their Army 


LociLius, Trtinius, MEss ALA, &c. 


Bru. They ſtand, and would have parley. 

Caf. Stand faſt, Titiolus: we muſt out and talk. 
OHa. Mark Antony, ſhall we give fign of battle? 
Ant. No, Cæſar, we will anſwer on their charge. 
Make forth, the generals would have ſome words, 
Ota. Stir not until the ſignal. 

Bru. Words before blows ? Is it ſo, countrytnen ? 
O#a, Not that we love words better, as you do. 


Bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, Oc- 


tavius. 
Ant, In your bad roles, Brutus, you give good 
words: 
Witneſs the hole you made in Cæſar's heart, 
Crying, Long live! Hail, Ceſar ! = 
Caſ. Antony, 
The poſture of your blows are yet unknown: 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leave them honeyleſs. 
Ant. 2 ſtingleſs tod. 
Bru. O, yes, and ſoundleſs too; 
For you have ſtol'n their buzzing, Antony, 
And, very wiſely, threat before you ſting. 
| Ant, Villains, you did not ſo, when your vile 
daggers 
Hack'd one another in the ſides of Cæſar: 
You ſhew'd your tecth like apes, and fawn'd like 
hounds, | 
And bow'd like bondmen, kiſſing Cæſar's feet; 
Whilſt damned Caſca, like a dur behind, 
Sruck Cæſar on tlie neck. O you flatterers 
Caf. Flatterers Now, Brutus, thank yourſelf : 
This tongue had not offended ſo to- -day, 
If Caffius might have rul'd. 1 


E | Ocla, 
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O#a. Come, come, the cauſe ; If arguing make us 
ſweat, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Look, Idraw a ſword againſt conſpirators ; 
When think you that the ſword goes up again ?— 
Never, *till Cæſar's three and twenty wounds 
Be well aveng'd; or *till another Cæſar 
Have added ſlaughter to the ſword of traitors. 
Bru. Czfar, thou canſt not die by traitors' hands, 
Unleſs thou bring'ſt them with thee. 
Ocla. So J hope; 
J was not born to die on Brutus? ſword, 
Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleſt of thy ſtrain, 
Young man, thou couldſt not die more honourable, 
Caſ. A peeviſh ſchool-boy, worthleſs of ſuch honour, 
oin'd with a maſker and a reveller. 
Ant. Old Caſſius fill! 
Oda. Come, Antony; away.— 
Defiante, traitors, hurl we in your teeth: 
If you dare fight to-day, come to the field; 
If not, when you have ſtomachs. 
Exeunt Oc r Avius, e and army. 
Caſ. Why now, blow, wind; ſwell, billow ; and 
ſwim, bark! e 
The ſtorm is up, and all is on the hazard. 
Bru. Ho, Lucilius; hark, a word with you. 
[LUCIL1US and MEss ALA ftand forth. 
[ BxUTus ſpeaks apart to LuciLius. 


Luc. My lord, 
Ca. Meilala. 
Aeſ. What ſays my general? 
Cal. Meſſala, 
This is my birth-day; as this very day 
Was Caflius born. Give me thy hand, Meflala : ; 
Be thou my witneſs, that againſt my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to ſet 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know, that l held Epicurus ſtrong, 


And his opinion : now | change my mind, 
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And partly credit things that do preſage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoſt enſign 
Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they perch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our ſoldiers? hands; 
Who to Philippi here conſorted us; 
This morning are they fled away, and gone: 
And, in their ſteads, do ravens, crows, and kites, 
Fly o' er our heads, and downward look on us, 
As we were ſickly prey; their ſhadows ſeem 
A canopy molt fatal, under which 
Our army hes, ready to give up the ghoſt. 

 Meſ. Believe not ſo. 
Caſ. I but believe it partly; 

For I am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolv'd 
To meet all perils very conſtantly. 
Bru, Even ſo, Lucilius. 

Caſ. Now, moſt noble Brutus, | 
The gods to-day ſtand friendly; that we may, 
Lovers, in peace lead on our days to age | 
But fince the affairs of men reſt ſtill uncertain, 
Let's reaſon with the worſt that may befall. 
If we do loſe this battle, then is this 
The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeak together : 
What are you then determined to do: 
Bru, Even by the rule of that philoſophy, 
Buy which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himſelf ;—I know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The time of life :—arming myſelf with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of ſome high powers, 
That govern us below. | 

Caſ. Then, if we loſe this battle, 
You are contented to be led in triumph. 
Thorough the ſtreets of Rome ? 

Bru. No, Caſſius, no; think not, thou noble Ro- 

man,, | 

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a mind, But this ſame day 5 
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Muſt end that work the ides of March begun; 
And whether we ſhall meet again, I know not. 
Therefore our everlaſting farewell take :— 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Caſſius ! 
If we do meet again, why we ſhall ſmile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

E af. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus ! 
If we do meet again we'll ſmile indeed; 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well ads, 


_ Bru. Why then, lead 9.—0, that a man might 
know 


The end of this day's buſines, ere 1t come 1 
But it ſufficeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. — Come, ho a ayay ! 


[Evens 


SCENT . 
Enter Brutus and MESSALA. 


Bru. Ride, ride, AMeſlala, ride, and give theſe 
bills 
Unto the legions on the other fide : [ Loud alarum. 
Let them ſet on at once: for I perceive 
But cold demeanor in Octavius' wing, 
And ſudden pang o1ves them the overthrow : 
RE, ride, M eflala, let them all come down. 


Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Aurum. 
Euter Cassivs, and TirIxIus. 


Caf. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly ! 
Myſelf have to mine own turn'd enemy: 
This enfſign here of mine was turning back; 
1 flew the coward, and did take it from him; 
Tit. O 8 Brutus cave the word too ear] 


Wie, 


1 
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Who, having ſome advantage en Octavins, 
'Took it too eagerly ; his ſoldiers fell to ſpoil, 
Whilſt we by Antony are all enclos'd, 


Enter PiN D ARS. 


Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord: 
Fly therefore, noble Caſſius, fly far off. 

Caſ. This hill is far enough, 

„ Iitittius; | 
Are thoſe my tents, where I perceive the fire? 

Tit, They are, my lord, 

Caſ. Titinius, if thou lov'ſt me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy ſpurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 
And here again; that I may reſt aſſur'd, 
Whether yon troops are friend or enemy. | 

Tit. I will be here again; even with a thought, 
[ben. 


Lock, look, 


* 


Caf. Go, Pindarus, get thither on that hill; 
My fight was ever thick; regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou not'ſt about the field .— 
1 [Exit PIxDARus. 
This day I breathed firſt: time is come round, 

And, where I did begin, there ſhall I end: 
My life is run his compaſs. —Sirrah, what news? 

Pind. | above.) O my lord! 

Caſ. What news? 

Pind. Titinius is encloſed round about 
With horſemen, that make to him on the ſpur ;— 

Yet he ſpurs on,—Now they are almoſt on him; 
now, 

Titinius !--Now ſome light: — O, he *lights too: 

He's ta en: —and, hark, they ſhout for joy. [ SHout. 

Caſ. Come down, behold no more.— 

O, coward that I am, to live ſo long, 

To ſee my beſt friend ta'en before my face 


2 4 Re- enter 


2 „ere ea. 


Re- enter PI ND ARus. 


Come hither, ſirrah: 
In Parthia did I take thee priſoner ; 4 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy life, 
That whatſoever I did bid thee do, 
Thou ſhouldft attempt it. Come now, keep thine 
oath ; 
Now be a freeman; and, with this good ſword, 
Tbat ran through Cæſar s bowels, ſearch this boſom, 
Stand not to anſwer ; Here, take thou the hilts ; 
And, when my face is cover rd, as 'tis now, 

Guide thou the ſword n, thou art reveng'd, 
Even with the ſword that kill'd thee. Dies. 
Pin. So, I am free; yet would not ſo have been, 

Durſt I have done my will, O Cafhus ! 
Far from this country Pindarus ſhall run, mo 
Where never Roman ſhall take note of him, Exit. 


| Re-enter TiTIN Ius, with MESSALA. 


Mef. It is but change, Titinius; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus? power, 
As Caſſius' legions are by Antony. 
Tit. Theſe tidings will well comfort Caſſius. 
Meſ. Where did you leave him ? 
Tit. All diſconſolate, 
With Pindarvs his bondman, on this hill. 
MMeſ. Is not thathe that lies upon the ground? 
Tit. He lies not like the living. O my heart q 
Meſ. Is not that he? 
Tit. No, this was he, Meſſala, 
But Caſſius is no more. O ſetting ſun ! 
As in thy red rays thou doſt ſink to night, 
So in his red blood Caſſius' day is ſet; 
The ſun of Rome is ſet | Our day is gone; : 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our + deeds are done 
Muiſtruſt of my ſucceſs hath done this deed. 
Mieſ. Miſtruſt of good ſucceſs hath done this deed, 
O hateful error, melancholy's child! 


Why 
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Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? O error, ſoon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy birth, 
But kill'ſt the mother that engender'd thee. 
Tit. What, Pindarus ! Where art thou, Pindarus ? 
Meſ. Seek him, Titinius ; whilſt I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thruſting this report | 
Into his ears; I may ſay, thruſting it; 
For piercing ſteel, and darts envenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 
As tidings of this fight, = 
Tit. Hie you, Meſlala, 
And I will ſeek for Pindarus the while. [Exit Mts, 
Why didft thou ſend me forth, brave Caſſius? 
Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 
And bid me give it thee? Didſt thou not hear their 
ſhouts? 
Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrued every thing. 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow ; 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and | 
Will do his bidding. - Brutus, come apace, 
And ſee how I regarded Caius Caſſius.— 
By your leave, gods: This is a Roman's part; 
Come Caſſius' ſword, and find Titinius' heart, 
| Dies. 


Aarum. Enter BRuUTUs, MSssALA, young CaTo, 
STRATO, VOLUMNIUsS, and LUCIL1Us. | 


Bru, Where, where, Meſſala, doth his body lie? 
Meſ. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning 1t, 
Bru, Titinius' face is upward, | 
Cato. He is ſlain. | 4 
' Bru. O Julius Cæſar, thou art mighty yet! 
Thy ſpirit walks abroad, and turns our {words 
In our own proper entrails, [Lou alarums. 
Cato. Brave Titinius — e | 
Look, whe'r he have not crown'd dead Caſſius! 2 
| Tl, 


I ſhall find ume, Cafhus, I ſhall find time.— 


A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend; 


Why, now thou dy'ſt as bravely as Titinius ; 
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Bru. Are yet two Romans living ſuch as theſe ?— 
Thou laſt of all the Romans, fare thee well! 
It is impoſſible, that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. — Friends, 1 owe more 
tears 
To this good man, than you ſhall ſee me pay.— 


Come, therefore, and to Thaſſos ſend his body; 

His funeral ſhall not be in our camp, . 
Jeſt it diſcomfort us.—Lucilius, come ;— 

And come, young Cato; let us to the field, — 

Labeo, and Flavius, ſet our battles on ;— 

*T 1s three o'clock ; and Romans, yet ere night 

We ſhall try fortune in a ſecond fs ht, [ Exeunt, 


—_— . — - — 


— 


SCENE IV. Another part of the Field. Alarum, 
Enter BRurps, Caro, Lucilius, and others, 


Bru. Vet, count rymen, O., yet, hold up your 
heads |! 
Cato. What baſtard doth not? Who will go with 
me ? | 
1 will proclaim my name about the field : 
J am the ſon of Marcus Cato, ho 


1 am the ſon of Marcus Cato, ho 


Euter Soldiers, FRY fight. 


B. . And Jam Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1; 
Brutus, my country's friend ; know me for Brutus, 


Ex, 
Luc, O young and noble Cato, art thou down 3 


And may'ft be honour'd, being Cato's ſon, 
I Sela, Yield, or thou dieſt. 


Luc. 
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Luc. Only I yield to die: 

There is ſo much, that thou will kill me ſtraight ; 
[ Offering money, 

Kill Britos, and be bebaut d in his death. 

1 Sold. We muſt not. A noble priſoner | 

2 Sold. Room, ho! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta'en. 

1 Sold. I'll tell the news. Here comes the gene- 

ral: 


Euter ANTON. 


Brutus is ta” en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord. 
Ant. Where 1s he ? 
Luc. fate Antony; Brutus is ſafe enough: 
] dare aſſure thee, that no enemy | 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: 
The gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame ! 
When you do find him, or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himſelf. 
Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I aſſure you, 
A prize no leſs in worth : keep this min ſafe, 
Give him all kindneſs : I had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies, Go on, 
And ſee whe'r Brutus be alive, or dead ; 
And bring us word, unto Octavius' tent, 
How « every thing 1s chanc'd, IExeunt. 
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SCENE IV. Another part of the Field. 


Enter BRurus, DARDAN Ius, CLiTUs, STRATO, ard 
i VoLUMNIUS, 


Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, reſt on this 
rock. 
Cli. Statilius ſhew'd the torch- light; but, my lord, 
He came not back, he is or ta'en, or flain. 
Bru, Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word; 
It is a deed in faſhion, Hark thee, Clitus.— 
PP Le . 
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Cli, What, I, my lord? No, not for all the world. 
Bru, Pcace then, no words. 
Cll. ii rather kill myſelf. 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius! 
Dar. Shall I do ſuch a deed? - 
Cli. O, Dardanius |! 
Dar. O Clitus ! 
Cli. What ill requeſt did Brutus make to thee ? 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus : Look, he meditates. 
Cli. Now is that noble veſſel full of orief, 

That it runs over even at his eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; liſt a word, 
Vol. What ſays my lord? 

Bru, Why this, Volumnius: | 

The Ghoſt of Cæſar hath appear'd to me 

Two ſeveral times by night : at Sardis, once; 

And, this laſt night, here in Philippi) fields. 

1 know my hour is come. 

Vol. Not fo, my lord. 
_ Bru. Nay, I am ſure it is, Volumnius. 

Thou ſee'ſt the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 

Our enemies have beat us to the pit; 

It is more worthy, to leap in ourſelves, 

Than tarry till they puſh-us. Good Volumnius, 

Thou know'ſt, that we two went to ſchool together; 

Even for that our love of old, I pray thee, 

Hold thou my ſword's hilt, whilft I run on it. 

Vol. That's not an office for a friend, my lord. 
Alarum fili, 
Cli. Fly, fly, my lord; there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewell to you and you ;—and you, Vo- 
lumnius. 

Strato, thou haſt been all this while aſleep; 

Farewell to thee too, Strato. Countrymen, 

My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my lite, 

1 éfound no man, but he was true to me. 

I ſhall have glory by this loſing day, 

More than Gctavius, and Mark Antony. 

By this vile conqueſt ſhall attain unto. 


So, 
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So, fare you well at once; for Brutus' tongue 
Hath almoſt ended his life's hiſtory: 


Night hangs upon mine eyes; my bones would reſt, 
That have but labour'd to attain this hour. 


[ Alarum. Cry within. Fly, fly, fly. 


Cl. Fly, my lord, fly. [Ex. CLI. DAR. and Vol. 
Bru. Hence; I will follow. 

] pr'ythee, Strato, ſtay thou by thy lord: 

Thou art a fellow of a good reſpect ;_ 

Thy life bath had ſome ſmack of honour in it : 

Hold then my ſword, and turn away thy face, 

While 1 do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 


Stra. Give me your hand firſt: Fare you well, my 


lord, „ 
Bru. Farewell, good Strato. —Cæſar, now be ſtill 
J kill'd not thee with half ſo good a will. 
He runs on his ſword, and dies. 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter OcTavivs, AxnTony, MEs- 
SALA, LUCILIUS, and the Army, | 


Ota. What man is that? 
Mey. My maſter's man. — Strato, where is thy 
| maſter ? 5 5 | 
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Meſſala; 
The conquerors can but make a fre of him: 
For Brutus only overcame himſelf, 
And no man elſe hath honour by his death, 
Luc. So Brutus ſhould be found. —I thank thee, 
2 Brutus, 
That thou haſt prov'd Lucilius' ſaying true. 
Oda. All that ſerv'd Brutus, I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me ? 
Stra. Ay, if Meſſala will prefer me to you. 
 Ofta, Do ſo, good Meſſala. | 
Meſ. How died my maſter, Strato? | 
Stra. I held the ſword, and he did run on it. 
Meſ. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt ſervice to my maſter. 


Ant. 
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Ant, This was the nobleſt Roman of them all: 
All the conſpirators, ſave only he, 
Did that they did in euvy of great Cæſar; 
He, only, in a general honeſt 1 thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle; and the elements 
So mix'd in him, chat nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the world, This was a man / 

Odta. According to his virtue, let us uſe him, 
With all reſpect, and rites of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-night ſhall lie, 
Moſt like a ſoldier, order'd honourably. _ 
So call the field to "reſt + : and let's away, 


To part the glories of this happy Ty [ Excunt, 
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